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BATTLE  OF  LONCARTY. 


CANTO  IV. 


A  TIME  in  Methven's  peaceful  grove 

The  muse  has  tun'd  tlie  strain  to  love  : 

And  happy,  could  she  still,  in  bower 

Or  hall,  with  that  delighting  power. 

Remain  to  pass  the  joyous  day ; 

But  Scotland  now  in  misery  lay. 

The  husbandman  but  till'd  his  soil 

To  yield  his  stores  the  plunderer's  spoil ; 

The  laws  were  openly  profan'd. 

And  rapine  unresisted  reign'd. 

And  now,  to  swell  the  public  wo. 

Already  heap'd  to  overflow. 

The  western  Kerns,  a  numerous  host. 

Landed  on  Argathalia's*  coast; 

*  An  ancient  name  of  Argyle. 
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And,  spoiling  all  that  cloth'cl  the  gi'ound. 
Spread  waste  and  desolation  round. 

Dire  were  the  miseries  of  the  state  : 
And  oft  the  patriot  nobles  met. 
Their  sorrows  to  each  other  told. 
And  o'er  the  kingdom's  ills  condol'd ; 
But  reverence  for  the  kingly  sway. 
Still  kept  their  rising  rage  at  bay. 
And  sad,  alone  in  Methven  towers, 
Oft  great  Rodardus  pass'd  his  hours. 
The  deepest  grief  consign'd  to  prove. 
As  for  his  country  strongest  was  his  love. 

And  he  the  state,  had  it  been  brav'd 
By  war  or  faction,  might  have  sav'd ; 
For  troubled  times  he  oft  had  seen. 
And  still  the  kingdom's  stay  had  been. 
When  foreign  foes  the  land  assail'd 
His  valour  public  fear  dispell'd ; 
When  civil  feuds,  or  faction's  heat, 
Perplex'd  and  gall'd  the  trembling  state. 
His  virtue  rais'd,  his  wisdom  shone 
A  light  and  bulwark  round  the  throne : 
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But  now  he  saw,  witli  acliing  eyes, 
Tliat  tlie  abaiulonment  to  vice 
That  Scotland's  j^lory  had  dolac'd, 
Surpass'd  his  power  or  wisdom  to  arrest. 

Thus  would  the  patriot,  oft  alone. 
His  fallen  country's  fate  bemoan. 
But  on  a  day,  when  thus  he  sat. 
In  sadness,  musing  o'er  her  fate, 
A  distant  horn,  with  echo  strong. 
Shrill  through  the  castle's  vistas  rung. 
And  quickly  reach'd  its  massive  gate 
A  herald,  arm'd  with  mace  of  state. 
Delivering  letters  of  command 
To  Methven,  from  King  Culen's  hand  ; 
Expressing  first,  the  king's  regret 
At  late  distractions  in  the  state. 
And  trusting  that  again  to  court 
Th'  offended  chiefs  would  soon  resort. 
With  promise  that  their  wisdom  tried. 
He,  henceforth,  more  would  make  his  guide. 
Then  charging  ]Methven  straight  to  haste. 
On  his  allegiance,  to  the  west, 
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With  a  sufficient  warlike  band, 
To  clear  of  Kerns  the  plunder'd  land ; 
And  thus  give  vouch  that  he  had  care 
The  state's  disorders  to  repair. 

Great  Methven,  at  the  scroll's  review, 
Seem'd  rous'd  as  to  existence  new  ; 
The  hope  to  see  the  state  restor'd. 
With  sudden  joy  his  mind  o'erpowered  ; 
And  all  his  thoughts  were  borne  away 
The  mandate  promptly  to  obey  : 
And  mustering  quickly  in  his  trains 
The  flower  and  strength  of  his  domains. 
Leaving  his  son  and  household  guard, 
Charg'd  with  the  castle's  watch  and  ward  ; 
He  for  the  Argathalian  coast 
Soon  marched  with  a  gallant  host. 

The  hour  was  sad  to  Inva's  heart 
Thus  with  her  sire  belov'd  to  part ; 
Yet,  that  her  brother  would  be  near. 
Gave  to  that  painful  parting  cheer. 
lUit  Lord  Gilvvarden  lov'd  the  chase. 
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And  scarcely  hud  withdrawn 
His  sire,  when,  fond  the  sport  to  trace, 

He  sought  the  forest  lawn. 
Sweet  breath'd  the  breeze,  the  sky  was  clear. 
Strong  was  the  hnnter,  swift  the  deer : 
And  soon  the  'Inring  joys  in  view, 
Gilwarden  far  from  Methven  drew. 

Morn  pass'd,  the  sun  his  southern  ray 
Dispens'd,  and  westward  stream'd  the  day : 
But  Time's  escaping  moments  brought 
No  reckoning  to  the  hunter's  thought 

Of  distance,  or  his  way  ; 
Till,  pleasingly  surprised,  he  found 
The  closing  floods  his  course  surround 

Where  Almond  joins  the  Tay  ; 
Which,  swell'd  by  winter's  latter  rains, 
Then  flooded  all  the  adjacent  plains. 
And  flowed  o'er  many  a  meadow,  now 
The  empire  of  the  bounteous  plough  : 
When  on  the  ground  himself  he  cast. 
And,  calling  for  a  brief  repast. 
Observed  the  fast  declining  day. 
And  homeward  straight  rcsolv'd  to  speed  his  way 
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An  oak,  the  patriarch  of  the  wood. 
O'er  which  the  storms  had  centuries  roar'd, 

O'erthrown  at  length,  by  time  subdu'd, 
Was  now  the  hunter's  seat  and  board ; 
Whence,  full  in  view  before  him,  lay 
Wide  fining  all  its  banks,  the  Tay. 
And  there,  as  his  repast  he  made. 
With  eye  delighted,  he  survey'd 
The  hills,  the  straths,  the  woodlands  green. 
The  river's  molten-silver  sheen. 
Which  not  a  breath  to  discompose 
From  all  the  sleeping  winds  arose  ; 
But  all  effulgent,  bright,  and  gay. 
In  soft  dechning  evening  lay. 

But  now,  from  the  opposing  shore. 
Alike  employing  sail  and  oar, 
A  little  boat  was  seen  to  glide. 
As  bent  to  pass  the  rushing  tide ; 
And  though  it  seem'd  with  steady  course 
To  stem  the  rapid  current's  force. 
The  eddy  deeps  were  yet  before 
Its  course  towards  the  purpos'd  shore ; 
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And  fear  lor  its  adventurous  fVeij^dit 
Fix'd  on  it  Lord  Gihvarden's  sight. 

He  saw  not  that,  with  anger  red, 
The  sun  in  sudden  clouds  was  hid ; 
JNIark'd  not  the  hghtning's  vivid  gleam 
Above  the  distant  mountain's  stream  ; 
Nor  knew  how  just  his  cause  of  fear. 
Till,  sudden,  on  his  startled  ear 
Burst  from  a  sloping  woodland  nigh 
A  female's  wildly  frantic  cry ; 
And,  straight  he  saw  a  rustic  maid. 
With  arms  to  heaven  in  anguish  spread. 
Rush  forth,  unconscious  who  were  nigh. 
And  to  the  river  margin  shrieking  fly. 

The  hunter  train  were  instant  drawn 
To  haste  towards  the  strange  unknown ; 
Some  maniac  deeming  her,  in  dream 
Of  frenzy,  bent  to  perish  in  the  stream. 
But  when  Gihvarden  nearer  saw 
The  maid,  he  felt  surprise  and  awe  ; 
For  he  before  had  never  seen 
Such  loveliness  in  one  so  mean  ; 
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And  thence,  with  gentlest  address. 
He  ask'd  the  cause  of  her  distress : 
When,  mov'd  not  strangers  there  to  find. 
For  deeper  cares  absorb'd  her  mind. 
She  cried,  with  voice  to  frenzy  wrought. 

While  sobs  convuls'd  her  beauteous  form  : 
My  father  is  in  yonder  boat ! 

And  see  you  not  the  coming  storm  ? 

Gil  warden  now,  with  rapid  glance. 
Beheld  the  thick'ning  clouds  advance  ; 
And  all  his  energy  of  soul 
Was  rous'd  :  but  eager  to  console 
The  weeping  maid,  he,  from  such  fear. 
Besought  her,  kindly,  to  forbear. 
Clouds  dark  as  that,  cried  he,  which  lowers 
O'er  Dorgam's  heights,  have  pass'd  in  showers ; 
Your  father  is,  already,  more 
Than  half  the  current's  eddies  o'er. 
And  phes  the  oar  with  sturdy  hand ; 
Fear  not !  he'll  safely  reach  the  land. 

Vain  hope  !  again  the  lightnings  gleam. 
The  clouds  convolve,  the  ravens  scream ; 
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Above  Donarna's  woody  peak 
The  spirits  of  the  tempest  shriek  ! 
The  instant  hurricane  descends  ! 
The  boat  before  its  eddy  bends. 
High  o'er  its  lee  the  waters  roar. 
And,  scarce  a  furlong  from  the  shore. 
So  near  a  daughter's  cries  and  tears, 
A  drowning  father  disappears. 

And,  doubtless,  such  his  fate  severe 
Had  been,  but  for  the  hunters  near. 
But,  calling  at  that  instant  dread, 
His  train,  to  follow  to  his  aid, 
Gilwarden  through  the  rushing  blast 
Swift  as  a  winged  angel  pass'd. 
And,  plunging  with  a  fearless  leap 
Into  the  river's  boihng  deep. 
He  and  his  hunters  reach'd,  and  bore 
The  stranger,  swooning,  to  the  shore ; 
Aids  to  restore  his  powers  afford ; 
And  to  his  weeping  daughter  him  restor'd. 

But  greater  not  the  daughter's  joys, 
Than  was  the  hunter  chief's  surprise. 
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When  he  the  peasant's  aspect  dread, 
And  form  gigantic  had  survey'd ; 
And  on  him,  for  a  time,  amaz'd. 
He  in  abstracted  silence  gaz'd. 
At  length  the  man,  restor'd  by  rest. 
His  high  deliverer  thus  address'd : 

Brave  chief,  if  rightly  I  divine. 
You  are  of  some  great  neighbouring  line  : 
And  nobly  you  have  done,  indeed. 
Though  but  a  peasant's  hfe  the  meed ; 
For,  by  good  acts  like  praise  is  won, 
Whether  to  mean  or  noble  done. 
I've  seen,  when  from  my  breast  I've  heav'd 
Yon  angry  flood,  and  playful  lav'd 
Me  in  its  most  impetuous  tide. 
With  fearless  stretch  from  side  to  side ; 
Though  now  some  fate  my  arms  controll'd. 
But,  noble  sir,  the  night  is  cold. 
Your  garments  drench'd ;  our  home  is  near. 
Deign  there  to  share  our  humble  cheer. 
Ere  you  pursue  your  homeward  way  ; 
And  let  my  sons  their  duty  pay 
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For  this  doliveranco  ;  now  tliov  come 

From  plough  to  seek  tlieir  evening  rest  at  liome. 

Gilwarden  farther  to  inquire 
The  peasant's  state  felt  strong  desire  ; 
So  much  he  seem'd,  as  well  in  mind 
As  manners,  'yond  his  common  kind  ; 
And,  following  him,  not  far  remote. 
Found,  in  a  shelter'd  glade,  his  cot ; 
Where,  while  the  beauteous  daughter  stor'd 
With  modest  mien  the  rustic  board  ; 
Two  sons  appear'd,  whose  forms,  and  fire 
Of  looks,  denoted  well  their  sire ; 
And  by  the  presence,  tho'  in  speech  repress'd. 
They  to  the  hunters  oft  their  thanks  express'd. 

But  now  Gilwarden  deign'd  their  fare 
To  taste  ;  and  said,  with  social  air  : 
Well,  carl,  your  household  and  your  lands 
Speak  industry  and  careful  hands ; 
But  much  I  think  in  you  I  note 
A  knowledge  'yond  your  present  lot. 
Have  you  in  cities  life  defin'd  ? 
Or,  have  you,  travelling,  learn'd  mankind  ? 
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Or  have  you  gather'd  mental  store. 
In  hours  of  rest,  from  bookish  lore  ? 
What  chief  do  you  attend  in  arms 
When  foreign  foe  the  land  alarms  ? 
What  is  the  clan  to  which  you  claim 
Affinity,  and  what  your  name  ? 
He  who  requires  those  points  to  know. 
Be  sure,  is  more  your  friend  than  foe. 
When,  with  consenting  aspect,  smiled 
The  yeoman  strong,  and  answered  mild : 

Much,  noble  sir,  to  you  I  owe ; 
And  all  you  ask,  with  welcome,  know. 
My  farm,  which  you  to  praise  have  deign'd. 
Thrives  as  my  sons  their  duties  tend ; 
And  of  the  boys  I  must  not  strain 
At  faults,  or  rig'rously  complain. 
Of  mankind  I  have  little  known 
Beyond  our  fields  and  valleys  lone  ; 
And  little  am  I  skilled  in  lore  : 
But  we  have  heard  tradition's  store. 
For  oft  the  culdee,  from  the  waste 
Press'd  by  the  storm,  is  here  our  guest ; 
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And  for  our  sheltering  repays 
AVith  sage  discourse  of  former  days. 
And  oft  the  wandering  minstrel,  stor'd. 
With  legends,  at  our  evening  board. 
Chants,  as  we  bid,  the  mortal  jars 
Of  hostile  chiefs  ;  or  sings  the  wars 
That  gain'd  for  Fergus  Albyn's  crown. 
And  great  King  Galdus  his  renown  ; 
With  other  themes,  which  we  essay 
To  store  in  mind.      Our  name  is  Hay. 
From  Arn,  of  Loncarty's  domain. 
Who  homage  owns  to  Methven's  thane, 
W^e  hold  our  farm  at  hire  and  fee. 
From  vassalage  and  bondage  free  : 
And  thus  we  ne'er  have  arms  essay'd. 
Or  to  array  of  war  been  bred. 

Gilwarden  with  amazement  eyed 
His  giant  host,  and  eager  cried  : 
How  !  have  you  ne'er  aspir'd  to  fight. 
To  guard  your  king  and  country's  right  ? 
Feel  you  not  for  your  country  love  ? 
Wlien  thus  the  man,  as  if  he  strove 
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With  self-reproach.     With  shame  I  own 
We  never  arms  of  war  have  known  ; 
Yet  love  we  well  our  countrv  too : 
But  what  can  lonely  peasants  do  ? 
Here,  when  the  minstrel,  in  his  tales. 
The  glorious  deeds  of  war  details  ; 
Of  heroes  sings,  and  battles  dire. 
We  catch,  sometimes,  his  warlike  fire  : 
And  then  my  sons,  in  fumes,  regret 
Their  lot  obscure,  and  narrow  state. 
Which  has  to  their  aspiring  pride 
The  hope  of  like  renown  denied  : 
And  then  I  laugh,  amus'd  to  see 
Such  freaks  in  peasant  men  like  we. 

Thus  Hay  :  his  stalwart  sons  the  while 
Abash'd ;  but  each  with  sidelong  smile. 
Content  to  bear  their  father's  jeer. 
If  pleas'd  his  tale  the  stranger's  ear. 
When  Lord  Gilwarden  still,  who  eyed 
The  man  with  passing  wonder,  cried : 
Good  man !  your  sons  might  grace  a  fate 
Above  the  sphere  they  well  regret. 
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But  fled,  I  see,  is  now  the  day ; 

And  I  must  speed  my  homeward  way. 

Yet  if  again,  I,  by  tlie  chase. 

Should  ere  be  drawn  your  fields  to  trace. 

Do  you  consent  me  welcome  leave 

Again  to  make  a  visit  brief; 

Your  hospitality  to  taste, 

And  thus  again  converse  and  rest  ? 

Most  sure  !  the  man,  with  ardour,  cried  ; 
Your  visit  oft  will  be  our  pride. 
Till  I  your  aid  to  day  forget ; 
A  welcome,  sure  !  of  lengthen'd  date. 
When  Lord  Gil  warden  and  his  train. 
Departing,  took,  with  speed,  amain 
The  daths  that  towards  Methven  lay ; 
But  long  and  darksome  was  the  forest  way. 

Meanwhile,  o'er  Methven's  halls,  embower'd 
In  woods,  the  deep'ning  evening  lower'd  ; 
The  troubled  clouds  the  welkin  scour'd ; 
The  transient  meteor's  flare 
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Shot  through  the  gloom  ;  the  day  was  gone  ; 
But  on  the  castle  towers  alone 

Still  linger'd  Inva  fair. 
Absorb'd  in  thought,  her  blank  survey 
Still  dwelt  upon  the  woodland  way. 
Whence,  that  sad  morn,  when  parting  view. 
Her  sire,  belov'd,  had  wav'd  adieu. 

Thus  walk'd  the  maid  the  turrets  high. 
In  mind  still  deeming  he  was  nigh : 
But  now,  amidst  that  fant'sy  fair. 
Struck  on  her  heart  a  nearer  care  : 
She  had  not  heard  Gilwarden's  horn. 
As  wont,  from  chase,  sound  his  return : 
She  pass'd  and  ask'd  the  menial  train 
His  cause  of  stay,  but  ask'd  in  vain. 
With  painful  speed  the  moments  flew. 
Hours  pass'd,  and  midnight  onward  drew ; 
Fast  grew  her  fears ;  but  still  delay'd. 
By  cause  unknown  her  brother  staid. 


But  now  a  horn  resounding  near 
Gave  joy  to  every  anxious  ear  : 
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The  portals  ring,  tlie  bridges  fall ; 
All  thought  it  Lord  Gihvarden's  call. 
But  ruffians,  ann'd,  that  moment  pour'd 
Into  the  gate,  the  pass  secur'd ; 
And  all  tli'  unconscious  warder  train 
Who  met  their  first  assault  were  slain ; 
While  fled,  in  panic  fear,  the  rest. 
And  to  the  inner  halls  for  safety  press'd. 

Now,  kindling  lights,  the  robbers  eyed. 
With  jeers,  their  slaughter  vile ; 

Some  for  the  lady  Inva  cried. 
And  some  prepared  for  spoil : 
And  Inva,  who  had  nought  of  harm 
Suspected,  heard  the  dread  alarm  : 
But  soon  to  danger's  cries  and  fears 
Shut  were  her  thoughts,  and  deaf  her  ears  ; 
For  such  a  dread  her  soul  invades 

And  veils  her  functions  o'er, 
That,  swooning,  midst  her  trembhng  maids 

She  sunk,  and  heard  no  more. 

And  now,  tumultuously,  the  raid 
The  castle's  inner  halls  invade  ; 

VOL.  II.  C 
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Each  ruthless  robber  deahng  fate 
Promiscuously  to  all  they  met : 
While,  in  confusion  wild,  assail 

On  every  side,  the  ear. 
The  cries  of  the  marauders  fell. 

And  shrieks  and  yells  of  fear. 
But  round  the  daughter  of  their  lord. 
At  that  terrific  moment,  pour'd 
Of  Methven's  guards  a  chosen  few, 
And  all  who  dar'd  approach  her  slew  : 
And  there  seem'd  bent  to  death  to  brave 
The  foe,  their  lady  lov'd  to  save. 
When  two  in  masks,  the  robber  crew 
Who  seem'd  to  head,  advanc'd  to  view. 
As  if  the  warders  to  dismay. 
And  to  the  lady  forc'd  their  way ; 
But  forth  a  daring  swordsman  pour'd. 
And  almost  had  the  nearest  gor'd. 
When,  while  the  next  the  thrust  oppos'd. 
His  mask  was  shorn,  and  Culen  stood  disclos'd. 

The  guards,  who  knew  the  king,  dismay 'd 
And  trembling,  from  his  presence  fled : 
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And  Inva,  in  tliat  fated  liouv. 

Was  left  in  liis  and  Angns'  power. 

When  Angus,  burning  all  liis  liate 

On  Metliven  and  his  house  to  sate, 

Rais'd  on  one  arm  the  swooning  maid, 

AVhile  with  his  sword  his  steps  he  staid  ; 

And  thus  the  ravishers,  aghast 

With  crime,  the  castle  portals  pass'd. 

And  quickly  the  marauders  vile, 

O'erladen  now  with  heaps  of  spoil. 

Forth,  too,  to  seek  their  mountains  hied. 

And  left  great  Methven's  halls  a  ravag'd  void. 

Now,  of  the  household,  those  who  fate 
Escap'd,  dismay'd  and  trembling,  met ; 
To  counsel  with  united  mind 
What  duty  to  them  first  enjoin'd. 
But  while  they  talk'd  their  griefs  and  fears, 
Sounds  from  the  woods  assail'd  their  ears. 
Of  cries  confus'd,  and  boisterous  words. 
The  clang  of  shields,  and  clash  of  swords. 
They  deem  Gilwarden  has  regain'd 
His  sister !  and  their  hearts  distend 
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With  joy  !  and  long  the  menial  train 
Thus  listen'd  ;  but,  alas  !  in  vain  : 
At  length  the  noise  seem'd  to  decay. 
And  soon  in  mournful  silence  died  away. 

But  now  the  menials  all  took  horse. 
And,  urg'd  by  terror,  each  his  course 
With  lash  and  spur  impetuous  bends. 
To  rouse  their  absent  chieftain's  friends. 
When  all  the  nearest  thanes,  with  speed 
Inform'd  of  the  atrocious  deed. 
Took  arms,  and  each,  with  his  array, 
Prepar'd  to  Scone  to  speed  his  way. 
The  guilty  Culen  to  depose. 
And  stay  the  kingdom's  further  woes ; 
And  in  their  counsels  to  assist. 
The  States  to  meet  by  letters  press'd. 

But  from  great  Methven's  castle,  lone 
And  ravag'd,  scarce  th'  alarm  had  gone. 
And  ere  his  friends  had  heard  and  mourn'd 
His  wrongs,  the  mighty  thane  return'd. 
Proceeding,  he,  from  Atha's  clan 
Had  learn'd  the  Kerns  had  all  withdrawn 
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Back  to  tlieir  holms  anil  isles  in  fear. 

When  his  advance  they  came  to  hear; 

And  home  by  weighty  cares  constrain'd 

To  speed,  the  thane  that  morn  had  gain'd 

The  castle  woods.     But  his  surprise 

How  great !  when  in  them  met  his  eyes 

His  son,  with  his  attendants  round. 

To  trees  with  thongs  securely  bound. 

Each  bearing  in  his  looks  aghast. 

Some  horror  drawn  that  words  surpass'd. 

For  there  the  hunter-train  waylaid 

Had  been,  and  fetter'd  by  the  raid. 

While,  with  their  horns,  their  call  they  feign'd. 

And  access  to  the  castle  gain'd. 

Great  Methven  was  with  wonder  seiz'd  ; 
And  ordered  all  to  be  releas'd. 
But  doubly  his  amazement  grew. 
When,  thus  releas'd,  they  from  him  flew ; 
And,  with  distracted  looks,  his  son 
Most  eagerly  seem'd  him  to  shun. 
For  that  the  castle  had  been  forc'd 
Gilwardcn  knew,  and  fear'd  the  worst : 
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And  if  his  sister  wrong  had  known, 

Of  which  his  heart  gave  dread  presage. 

He  knew  his  life  must  it  atone. 
If  then  he  met  his  father's  rage. 

And  thus,  to  terror  all  betray'd. 

To  'scape,  he  knew  not  whither,  fled. 

But  quickly,  at  his  undefin'd 
Dismay,  it  flash'd  on  Methven's  mind 
That  some  unknown  and  awful  fate 
His  house  had  in  his  absence  met ; 
When  dreadfully  he  drew  his  sword. 
And  forward  to  the  castle  pour'd. 
But,  furious  thus,  when  he  advanc'd. 
And  round  the  rising  turrets  glanc'd. 
And  saw  no  warders  on  the  wall 
As  wont,  obedient  to  his  call. 
The  portals  widely  open  thrown. 
And  all  in  silence,  drear  and  lone  ; 
He,  reeling,  leant  upon  his  sword, 
As  if  his  faculties,  o'erpower'd 
Already  with  conjectur'd  wo, 
Refus'd  the  sequel  dread  to  know. 
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But  by  his  prompt  attendants  stay'd, 
He  rous'd  again,  and  forward  sped; 
Pass'd  through  the  gates,  witli  carnage  stain'd, 
And  of  a  wounded  warder  gain'd. 
That  cunning  robbers  luid  beguil'd 
Their  sent'nels,  and  the  castle  spoil'd  ; 
That  Lady  Inva,  from  them  torn. 
Was  forth  the  castle,  swooning,  borne 
By  Angus  and  the  king,  in  vain 
Disguis'd,  amongst  the  robber  train  ; 
For,  till  they  came,  we  harm  to  her  defied  ; 
The  faithful  warder  wildly  cried,  and  died. 

By  Angus,  and  the  king  !  exclaim'd 
The  chieftain ;  heard  I  Culen  nam'd  ? 
O  !   monstrous  !  was  it  to  profone 
My  house  ?  my  line  and  blood  to  stain, 
That  he  a  smooth  repentance  feign'd. 
And  me  to  leave  my  castle  gain'd  ? 
Is't  not  enough  he  has  despoil'd 
Religion's  sanctuaries  ?  defil'd 
Those  with  him  from  tlie  matrice  grown  ? 
And  even  the  issue  of  his  own  ; 
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That  he  upon  my  age  must  fall 

And  rob  me  of  my  child  !  my  earthly  all ! 

And  Angus,  too  !  my  house  to  prowl 

A  midnight  thief!  perchance,  the  foul 

Promoter  of  the  daring  raid : 

But  where  have  they  my  child  convey'd  ? 

I'll  find  her !  if  this  earthly  mould 

Her  in  its  darkest  caverns  hold ! 

And  let  no  aliment  of  men 

Pass  to  my  lips,  O  heaven  !  again  ; 

Earth,  yield  me  not  again  a  bed ! 

Nor  human  dwelling  lend  me  shade  ! 

Till  on  those  ravishers  abhorr'd 

I  deeply  glut  my  vengeful  sword ! 

Which  sworn,  to  horse  he  wildly  flew ; 

His  warders  fast  his  course  pursue ; 

And  follow  on  through  wood  and  flood 

Unconscious  of  his  purpose  or  his  road. 

Meanwhile,  Gilwarden's  ear  had  gain'd 
The  wrongs  his  sister  had  sustain'd ; 
And  that  his  sire,  with  boundless  feud, 
Her  baleful  ravishers  pursued. 
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But,  fearini^  to  advance  to  aitl. 
And  viewing  tlie  destruction  dread 
^^'hich  he  had  wrought,  the  youtliful  chief 
Was  'wlu'hn'd  in  afjonies  of  <]rrief. 
And  bent,  till  the  event  was  known. 
His  noble  kindred  all  to  shun ; 
Distress'd,  and  to  despair  bcguil'd. 
He  roam'd  amongst  recesses  wild. 
Unconscious  where,  with  burning  brains ; 
And  fiired  with  neatherds  and  with  swains. 


END  OF  CANTO  IV. 
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CANTO    V. 

Sweet  shone  the  morn,  and  glitter'd  bright 

The  woodlands.  Bertha  was  in  sight ; 

A  Saxon  robe,  of  costhest  thread 

And  die,  was  o'er  the  lady  spread ; 

Her  palfrey's  rein  the  fi-iar  bore, 

A  warder  grim  rode  on  before ; 

They  spurr'd  their  mettled  steeds,  and  fast 

They  sped,  but  yet  no  words  had  pass'd. 

At  length  a  hollow  ravine  lay 

Before,  and  by  the  broken  way 

Their  speed  was  for  a  moment  stay'd ; 

When  thus,  with  sobs,  the  lady  said : 

Priest,  as  thy  vestures  thee  declare. 
Profanes  it  not  the  vows  you  bear 
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To  heaven,  in  deeds  like  this  to  aid  ? 

And  you,  stern  warrior,  wo  may  dread 

If  me  to  injury  you  bear. 

Why  do  you  force  me  thus,  and  where  ? 

But  silent  mov'd  the  warder  on  ; 

And  word  the  palmer  answer 'd  none. 

And  now  the  ravine  pass'd,  his  steed 

Each  spurr'd  anew,  and  urg'd  to  speed ; 

And  still  they  eager  forward  hied, 

And  still  for  haste  the  friar  cried  ; 

Till,  stain'd  their  steeds  with  mire  and  heat. 

The  travellers  stood  at  Bertha  abbey  gate. 

A  bell  gave  of  their  halting  note  ; 
A  voice  within  their  business  sought. 
The  palmer  whisper'd  ;  carried  straight 
Were  to  the  hall  his  words  of  weight ; 
The  convent's  strong  reluctant  bars 
With  note  of  prompt  admission  jars  ; 
Two  courteous  sisters  in  the  gate 
The  lady,  now  alighting,  met. 
And  kindly  to  the  abbess  led ; 
Who  her  embrac'd  with  holy  warmth,  and  said. 
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Fair  stem  of  mi'j^lity  jNIcthven's  line. 
For  thee  we  bow  to  i^race  divine, 
Whieh,  in  the  hour  with  peril  fraught 
Has  this  deliverance  for  thee  wrought. 
But  let  thy  breast  be  calm,  thy  fear 
Subside,  thou  art  in  safety  here ; 
Where  our  best  cares  shall  thee  attend ; 
With  prayers  that  thus  it  all  may  end  ; 
And  trouble  soon  from  mind  be  borne 
By  your  great  father's  safe  return. 

With  this,  and  like  condolence  kind, 
The  abbess  sooth'd  fair  Inva's  mind  ; 
When  she,  who  felt  her  fears  subside. 
At  length,  thus,  tremblingly,  replied  : 
Yes,  holy  matron,  all  secure 
I  rest  in  this  asylum  pure. 
But  you  of  perils  speak,  and  great 
Deliverance  ;  what  has  been  the  fate 
Unconscious,  the  appalling  plight 
That  I  have  pass'd  this  awfid  night  ? 
I  know  our  castle  by  a  raid 
Was  forc'd  —  I  heard  the  robbers  dread  — 
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But  knew  no  more  ;  for  I  to  thought 
Was  lost,  till,  in  a  wood  remote 
By  this  conventual  grave  sustain'd. 
My  trembling  senses  I  regain'd. 
And  from  my  hearing  of  the  raid 
Till  then,  what  fill'd  that  chasm  dread. 
And  wherefore  I  am  hurried  here  ; 
I  seek  to  know  ?  yet  ask  with  fear. 

Thus  Inva.     When  the  reverend  man. 
Her  faithful  guide,  thus  grave  began : 
Charge  of  your  safety,  lady,  press'd 
Me  on  our  way  to  utmost  haste ; 
Hence  speech  with  you  I  then  forbore. 
But  now,  your  dangers  happily  o'er. 
My  further  moments  here  I  give. 
With  joy  your  bosom  to  relieve. 
Know,  then,  that  the  presumptuous  raid 
Last  night  at  Methven,  was  not  led 
By  robbers  mean,  but  high-born  men ; 
And  you  the  prize  they  strove  to  gain. 

The  actors  in  this  deed  of  shame 
Were  Angus  —  more  I  dare  not  name  ! 
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But  he,  amid  tlie  tumult's  roar. 

You,  swooning,  from  the  castle  bore. 

And  to  his  steed  at  hand  convey'd. 

Exulting  in  his  success  dread. 

But  as  he  mounted  for  the  flight, 

Forth  on  him  rush'd  a  gallant  knight. 

Till  then  unseen,  and  struck,  astound. 

The  baleful  recreant  to  the  ground  ; 

You,  then,  with  tender  arms  he  stay'd  ; 

AVhen  Angus  (for  his  second  fled) 

Cried  help !  and  at  his  coward  words 

Your  generous  friend  w^as  hemm'd  by  swords ; 

But,  proof  from  his  assailants'  harms 

(For  he  was  cas'd  in  chosen  arms), 

He  plac'd  thee  safe  ;  then  drew  his  sword. 

And  fiercely  mid  the  miscreants  pour'd ; 

But  scarcely  had  they  felt  his  might. 

When  all  in  terror  took  to  flight. 

You  rescued,  your  deliverer  kind 
Next  to  your  safety  turn'd  his  mind  : 
When  I,  who  happily  was  there 
Attending  him  in  ghostly  care. 
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Advis'd  that,  till  your  sire's  return. 

You  should  for  safety  here  be  borne. 

When,  yielding  thee  his  robe,  to  ward 

From  cold,  his  squire  to  be  your  guard. 

And  urging  us  to  utmost  haste,  — 

As  if  by  other  duties  press'd. 

Upon  his  steed  himself  he  threw. 

And  gallop'd  swiftly  from  our  view. 

And  having,  lady,  thus  your  mind 

Rehev'd,  and  safely  you  consign'd 

To  this  secure  and  holy  place, 

I  take  my  leave,  and  wish  you  heavenly  peace. 

He  said :  and,  bowing,  turn'd  away. 
When  Inva,  suppliant,  thus.     O,  stay ! 
Stay !  saintly  man,  give  me  to  know 
To  whom  I  this  deliverance  owe  ; 
Is  he  a  chieftain  of  our  clan  ? 
Or  any  near,  or  to  us  known  ? 
That  I,  while  living,  heaven  may  pray 
This  kindness  done  me  to  repay  : 
Who  is  he  ?  that  with  me  may  join 
My  sire,  my  brother,  and  my  line. 
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In  thanks  to  him,  throii^^h  hfe  ;  which,  yet. 

Will  leave  us  in  eternal  deijt : 

Say,  holy  lather  !  I  implore. 

Who  was  he  thus  me  Crom  destruction  tore  ? 

Brief,  lady,  is  my  leisure  here. 
For  duties  weighty  on  me  bear. 
The  holy  palmer  mildly  said  : 
But  let  your  gentle  heart  be  stay'd. 
For  he  who  aided  in  your  need 
Had  ample  payment  in  the  deed. 
To  you  he  does  no  lineage  bear, 
Nor  any  clan  or  kindred  near ; 
But  is  a  stranger,  hither  led 
To  study  arms  :  by  name,  'twas  said. 
When  once  he  sojourn'd  here  before. 
The  knight.  Sir  Edric  of  the  Spur. 

He  !  —  he  !  —  exclaim'd  the  beauteous  maid  ; 
He  save  me  !  when  her  speech  seem'd  stay'd  ; 
And,  veiling  with  her  robe  her  eyes. 
She  seem'd  entranc'd  in  deep  surprise. 
Meanwhile  the  priest,  as  rous'd  anew 
To  haste,  aside  the  abbess  drew ; 

VOL.   II.  D 
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And  while  their  brief  colloquy  pass'd. 

The  abbess  seem'd  to  stand  aghast ; 

Now  clasp'd  her  hands,  now  seem'd  to  raise 

Her  eyes  to  heaven  in  prayer,  or  praise. 

At  length  the  priest  with  her  dispos'd 

A  rirfg ;  and,  as  the  conference  clos'd. 

Again  repeating  his  adieu. 

He  turn'd  and  hastily  withdrew. 

And  Inva,  who  had  yet  repress'd 

The  rushing  thoughts  that  heav'd  her  breast. 

Now  led  apart  by  sisters  kind. 

With  hope  by  rest  to  calm  her  mind. 

While  tears  her  beauteous  eyes  suffus'd, 

A  moment  thus  intensely  mus'd. 

This  rescue  from  remed'less  wo 
To  heavenly  mercy  first  I  owe ; 
But  he  who  did  the  act  benign 
Must  something  be  almost  divine : 
First,  he  in  Methven  field  defin'd 
A  greatness  rare  amongst  his  kind ; 
And  after,  when  he  in  the  grove 
To  me,  unworthy,  profferr'd  love. 
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lie  nuignified  tlie  lofty  wortli 

And  honour  he  at  first  set  forth  ; 

And,  though  his  suit  rejection  met. 

Still  he  seems  hovering  o'er  my  fate 

Like  guardian  angel,  unsuhdued 

By  all  my  sins,  to  do  me  good ; 

Yet  flies  my  gratitude  to  shun. 

Who  is,  O  heaven !  this  strange  unknown  ? 

But  fix,  ye  nerves;  be  firm,  my  mind  : 

For  if  he  be  of  earthly  kind, — 

And  if  again  his  suit  he  move. 

His  will  1  be,  whate'er  his  fortunes  prove. 

Then  fond  she  seiz'd  the  Saxon  robe. 

And  to  her  lovely  breast. 
Which  heav'd  with  many  an  ardent  throb. 

The  senseless  vesture  press'd  ; 
And  thee !  cried  she,  this  vow  sincere 
1  plight,  for  him,  till  then,  to  w^ear  — 
My  proudest  robe.     Then  sunk,  oppress'd 
By  toil,  the  beauteous  maid  to  rest. 

Thus  Inva's  dangers  all  seem'd  pass'd. 
But  dcc})'ning  glooms  the  state  o'ercast. 
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Fir'd  at  her  wrongs,  and  all  alarm'd. 

The  nobles,  far  and  near,  had  arm'd ; 

And  many  were  already  met 

At  Scone,  and  jom'd  in  deep  debate 

How  from  King  Culen  they  the  sway 

Might  wrest,  and  public  ruin  stay. 

But  while  they  thus  the  laws  explor'd 

For  rescue  from  his  rule  abhorr'd, 

A  captain  of  the  royal  train 

Ptush'd  in,  and  cried, —  The  king  is  slain  ! 

By  whom  ?  the  whole  assembly  cried  ; 
When  the  reporter,  sad,  replied : 
Oh,  that  I  could  withhold  the  word 
From  utterance  !  by  Rodardus'  sword  ! 
Return'd,  the  morn  his  wrongs  were  done. 
To  Methven,  and  his  daughter  gone. 
The  injur'd  chief,  with  direful  feud. 
Her  baleful  ravishers  pursued. 
And  having  trac'd  the  king,  who,  lost 
To  sense  of  crime,  regardless  pass'd 
Near  to  his  lands,  th'  infuriate  thane 
Rush'd,  lion-like,  through  all  his  train 
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And  struck  him  dead  ;  then  straight  set  fortli 
To  searcli  for  Angus  in  tlie  north, 
Where  rumour  says  that  chief  is  flown ; 
l)ut  wlictlier  with  liis  victim,  is  unknown. 

AVhile  thus  was  told  the  tragic  tale. 
An  awful  silence  seem'd  to  seal 
All  lips  ;  and  on  its  ending,  long 
Amazement  fetter'd  every  tongue  ; 
Some  seem'd  in  grief,  some  fdl'd  with  fears. 
And  many  scarce  withheld  their  tears. 
Yet  not  the  deed  did  they  bemoan. 
But  that  it  was  by  Methven  done ; 
Who,  though  he  injury  had  sustain'd. 
Had  thus  his  line  illustrious  stain'd  ; 
And,  by  the  crime,  'reav'd  of  his  arms 
And  wisdom  midst  such  wild  alarms. 
What  might  of  Scotland  be  the  fate 
Lay  on  some  minds  with  'whelming  weight. 

Thus  sat  the  States,  with  cares  confus'd. 
And  o'er  their  country's  sorrows  mus'd ; 
O'er  ills  which  pass'd  their  power  to  cure. 
Or  for  protracted  time  endure. 
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But,  entering  now  the  council  high. 
One,  cas'd  in  mail,  drew  every  eye ; 
A  reverend  priest  his  footsteps  trac'd. 
Whose  mien  announc'd  some  high  behest ; 
And  last,  with  growing  wonder  view'd, 
A  second  warrior  forward  stood. 
When  he  who  had  the  first  advanc'd. 
Round  all  the  wondering  council  glanc'd  ; 
And,  having  up  his  beaver  thrown. 
Demanded  if  he  there  were  known. 

The  nobles,  gazing  with  surprise. 
Now  on  his  visage  fix'd  their  eyes. 
And,  Cruthenitus !  many  cried. 
When  thus  the  stranger  prompt  replied  : 
Even  he  !  and  equal  knowledge  have 
Of  my  colleague,  Fothadus  grave. 
Years  hence,  it  was  assign'd  our  care 
The  travels  of  our  prince  to  share 
In  foreign  lands ;  and  now,  the  end 
Of  his  adventurous  labours  gain'd. 
His  toils  and  anxious  wanderings  o'er. 
We  him,  with  joy,  to  you  restore ; 


Canto  V.        BATTLK  OF  LONCARTY.  39 

For,  be  to  all  the  kinj^doin  known. 

In  yon  nKiil'd  warrior,  Kenneth,  Malcolm's  son. 

Wliich  said,  his  helmet  Kenneth  rais'd. 

Whilst  rapt  the  nobles  on  him  pjaz'd  ; 

And,  though  he  seem'd  in  mind  distress'd. 

King  Malcohn's  hnes  were  all  in  him  express'd. 

Now,  strange  the  scene  :  the  lords,  with  cries 
Of  transport,  rose,  and  spoke  their  joys 
In  shouts  which  seem'd  the  halls  to  rend. 
And  lengthen  as  if  ne'er  to  end. 
But  when  their  sudden  rapture's  tide 
At  length  seem'd  verging  to  subside. 
The  Graeme  for  audience  eager  press'd. 
And  thus  the  patriot  prince  address'd. 

Great  Malcolm's  son,  prince  Kenneth,  hear! 
For  you  we  long  have  pin'd  in  fear ; 
And  wonder  not  that  your  return 
Is  not  with  silent  pleasure  borne. 
But  now  our  suffering  country  spares 
No  more  our  thoughts  for  lighter  cares : 
Vacant,  alas !  is  Scotland's  throne. 
Her  glories  fallen,  her  greatness  flown  ; 
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The  renovation  of  the  state 
Demands  an  arm  with  skill  replete. 
Our  hope  for  that  in  thee  is  stor'd ; 
I  thine  pronounce  the  kingdom's  sword. 
Behold !  O  chieftains,  Scotland's  king ! 
When  rung  the  hall,  from  wing  to  wing. 
With, —  Hail !   the  king !  we  swear,  we  swear- 
Kenneth,  our  king,  to  honour  and  revere ! 

But  joy's  excess  at  length  restrain'd. 
Now  still  and  breathless  silence  reign'd. 
When  Kenneth  thus.    Chiefs  of  the  land. 
Your  high  regards  for  me  demand 
That  I  accept  the  public  care 
As  freely  as  you  it  confer. 
But,  be  it  to  the  kingdom  known 
That  I  with  sadness  mount  a  throne. 
Which  late  my  brother's  blood  has  stain'd. 
And  on  whose  steps  yet  bleeds  my  friend. 
My  most  lamented  brother's  fate, 
'Tis  true,  a  vengeance  just  has  met; 
But  who  in  power  at  ease  can  feel 
When  worth  like  his  'scapes  not  the  traitor's 
steel ? 
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Thcc,  Culcn,  too  !  my  fallen  liiund, 
Our  childhood  was  together  tnihi'd  : 
Then  was  thy  soft  and  generous  breast 
Of  every  noble  thought  possess'd  ; 
Thy  friendship  zealous  and  secure. 
Thy  nature  just,  thy  passions  pure. 
But,  soil'd,  at  length,  like  water  thrown 
In  mire,  by  foulness  not  thy  own. 
To  vice  deluded,  and  abus'd 
By  fiends  might  angels  have  seduc'd  — 
Thou,  too,  art  slain  !    Oh,  wo  to  say. 
By  once  the  throne  and  law's  chief  stay  ! 
O  Methven !  in  thy  crime  we  view 
The  angel  tribes'  revolt  anew  ; 
Celestials  fi'om  allegiance  jar. 
And  wage  on  heaven  a  second  war. 
But  thine,  and  all  the  host  of  crimes 
That  have  debas'd  the  land  and  times, 
I'll  visit  with  a  vengeance  due. 
Fearless  of  treason's  serpent  crew. 
The  sceptre  of  the  state  I  wear. 
And  it  ril  w  ield  with  arm  severe. 
For  council,  lords,  let  us  prepare 
On  weighty  matters  to  confer  ; 
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The  bleeding  land  for  pity  cries, 

And  we  in  action  must  be  swift  and  wise. 

Now  to  the  throne  the  king  was  led. 
All  regal  homages  were  paid ; 
And  soon  before  him,  cloth'd  in  state, 
Th'  assembled  lords  in  council  met. 
When  he,  to  crime  and  guilt's  dismay. 
Thus  spoke  the  purpose  of  his  sway  : 
Know,  faithful  nobles,  that  the  men 
Have  not  of  late  escap'd  our  ken 
From  whom  the  evils  first  have  grown 
That  public  order  have  o'erthrown  ; 
And  now,  with  a  determin'd  hand. 
We  pass  to  lop  them  from  the  land. 
To  Stirling  first,  where  duty  may 
Command  us  for  a  time  to  stay  ; 
And  thence,  as  calls  the  public  need. 
With  justice'  sword  we  will  proceed  ; 
Till  from  our  country  we  erase 
Its  stains,  and  give  our  people  peace. 
For,  while  I  hold  this  kingdom's  power. 
Each  peasant's  cot  shall  be  his  tower ; 
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The  poor  sliall  vcii\)  tlieir  toil's  reward. 
And  virtue  be  its  own  sufficient  guard. 

Tluis  spoke  King  Kenneth,  when  his  voice 
Was  lost  amongst  th' assembly's  joys. 
Then  thus  resum'd  :     But  of  the  head 
Of  crimes  be  first  examples  made. 
Angus,  who  first  with  error  stain'd 
Culen,  my  once  regarded  friend. 
Whose  thirst  for  violence  naught  could  sate 
Till  he  seduc'd  him  to  his  fate  ; 
And  through  whose  other  crimes  abhorr'd 
The  people's  blood  in  streams  have  pour'd ; 
We  sentence,  as  the  laws  demand. 
To  forfeiture  of  life  and  land- 
Let  him  be  sought,  to  meet  his  fate ; 
And  let  no  man  his  flight  abet. 
Or  shield  him,  keep  or  hold  beneath. 
On  pain  of  forfeiture  and  death. 

On  Methven,  next  the  laws  demand 
Their  rights  ;  but  justice'  sacred  hand 
Sinks  almost  paralys'd  and  lame, 
AVith  him  infliction's  stroke  to  name : 
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Yet  might  she  blush  the  sword  to  wear. 
Were  he  to  'scape  her  arm  severe. 
And  he,  as  his  offence  demands. 
We,  too,  denounce  in  hfe  and  lands. 

Thus  spoke  the  king,  with  voice  austere. 
Yet  scarce  the  while  withheld  a  tear ; 
And  through  the  council  every  chief 
Or  wept,  or  seem'd  absorb'd  in  grief. 
But  after  long  and  solemn  pause. 
Great  Lothian,  speaking  thus,  arose : 
O  prince  !  deliverer  of  the  state  — 
That  Methven's  crime  is  passing  great. 
All  must  confess ;   but,  also,  strong 
And  'whelming  was  his  heavy  wrong. 
His  daughter  from  his  castle  torn. 
And  from  high  rank  to  baseness  borne. 
While  duties  high  him  from  her  drew  — 
Alas !  and  such  a  daughter,  too  — 
Were  wrongs  so  potent  and  extreme 
That  few  could  brook  with  natures  taiue. 
And  could  the  royal  grace  abate 
To  banishment  his  painful  fate. 
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The  gracious  boon  would,  doiihtloss,  find 
IIi<;ii  gratitude  in  every  loyal  luiiid. 


Rodardus'  wrongs,  the  king  rci)lied, 
Cannot,  great  Lothian,  be  denied. 
Where  did  the  chief  his  daughter  find, 
To  shame  and  misery  thus  consign'd  ? 
Nothing,  my  hege,  is  known  as  yet. 
Said  Lothian,  of  the  lady's  fate; 
So  rapid  pass'd  the  scenes  of  pain. 
That  Methven,  till  the  king  was  slain. 
Was  deem'd  by  all  to  be  remote  ; 
And  now  he  is,  with  vengeance  fraught. 
Pursuing  Angus,  who  has  flown  : 
His  daughter's  plight  to  him  unknown. 

How !  Lothian  !  Kenneth,  frowning,  said. 
We  would  that  ihou  thy  suit  had  stay'd ; 
To  pray  for  j^Iethven  sentence  light, 
Thou  giv'st  it  plea  for  triple  weight. 
How !  ere  he  had  the  knowledge  gain'd 
His  daugliter  injury  had  sustain'd, 
Rush'd  jNlethven  on,  with  fury  rude. 
And  stain'd  his  hands  with  royal  blood  ? 
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Nay,  had  he  prov'd  the  ills  he  fear'd. 

The  laws  he  ought  to  have  rever'd  ; 

And  with  the  States,  who  wisely  sat. 

Have  left  the  wrongs  his  house  had  met. 

Are  kings,  remed'lessly,  to  stand 

The  butt  of  any  traitor's  hand. 

While  humble  men  may  be  reveng'd  ? 

No !  Methven's  doom  shall  stand  unchang'd ; 

And,  but  for  service  he  has  done  the  state. 

Dire  were  the  death  that  should  on  him  await. 

Thus  spoke  the  king.     And  Lothian  for 
The  fallen  thane  could  plead  no  more. 
And  now  the  court,  with  utmost  speed, 
Prepar'd  for  Stirling  to  proceed ; 
And  Kenneth,  thither  on  his  way. 
Soon  pass'd,  with  all  his  court,  the  Tay. 
While  the  surrounding  people's  joys   - 
To  heaven  in  acclamations  rise  ; 
And  where  he  pass'd  the  good  were  stay'd. 
And  guilt  to  caves  and  forests  fled. 

END    OP    CANTO    V. 
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CANTO    VI. 

At  Stirling  now  King  Kenneth  lay. 
Enacting  vigorous  laws,  to  stay 
The  rapines  that  so  long  had  reign'd. 
And  Scotland's  peace  and  glory  stain'd. 
But  now,  while  he,  with  efforts  great. 
Thus  labour'd  to  restore  the  state. 
Fraught  with  revenge  and  deadly  hate, 

Pour'd  from  the  north  the  foe. 
To  'venge  their  sires  in  Albion  slain. 
And  fierce  for  plunder  came  the  Dane, 
Complete  in  arms,  a  mighty  host ; 
And,  anchoring  on  the  ^Enian  coast, 

Announc'd  new  scenes  of  wo. 

Where  the  red  promontory's  steep 
Points  sailors  through  the  northern  deep, 
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In  Lunon's  solitary  bay 
Close  in  their  ships  a  time  they  lay ; 
Debating  where  to  land  and  lead 
The  war  with  fairest  hope  of  speed. 
Helric,  a  chief  inform'd  by  years 
In  warfare's  cunning,  urg'd  his  peers 
T'  abandon  Albyn's  hated  coast. 
Where  fate  so  oft  their  arms  had  cross'd. 
And  steer  with  their  unbroken  bands. 
For  England's  rich  and  fertile  lands. 
As  were  their  purposes  before 
Their  navy  left  the  Cimbrian  shore. 
The  Scots,  said  he,  inur'd  to  toil. 
Fierce,  from  their  clime  and  barren  soil. 
Our  ancestors  did  ne'er  oppose 
In  arms  without  some  mighty  loss ; 
And,  should  we  conquer  them,  our  gain 
Would  scarce  repay  the  effort's  pain ; 
While  we,  in  a  reverse,  would  know 
All  rigours  from  a  cruel  foe. 

But,  dark  in  arms,  fierce  Humber  rose ; 
And,  frowning  from  his  knotted  brows. 
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Cried,  Warriors  !  if  we  arm  to  steer 
Our  navies  through  the  seas  in  fear. 
To  seek  safe  combats,  and  oppose 
In  easy  wars  complying  foes  ; 
If  so,  with  all  your  speed  unmoor. 
And  haste  away  from  Albyn's  shore. 
But,  say,  by  Helric's  counsel  led. 
We  sail,  and  England  first  invade, — 
Knows  not  sage  Helric  that,  e'en  then 
We  fly  the  dreaded  Scots  in  vain ; 
For,  by  the  league  King  Alfred  made 
With  Gregory,*  for  their  mutual  aid 
Against  our  arms,  if  there  we  steer. 
The  Scots  will  march  upon  our  rear : 
And  Helric's  counsel,  when  too  late. 
Be  found  our  ruin  and  defeat. 
I,  reasoning  thus,  pronounce  it  far 
Our  wisest  course,  while  strong  for  war. 


*  Alfred  of  England,  and  Gregory  of  Scotland,  botli  highly 
warlike  and  patriotic  princes,  had  made  such  a  league,  for 
mutual  aid  against  the  inroads  of  the  Danes,  as  is  here  re- 
ferred to. 

VOL.  II.  E 
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To  seize  the  present  favouring  hour 
Of  Albyn's  broils,  to  crush  her  power ; 
Or  waste  her  strength  by  some  dread  blow. 
That  she  may  rise  no  more  our  foe. 

The  fiercer  chiefs,  by  Humber  rous'd 
To  pride  of  arms,  his  plans  espous'd ; 
And  discord  threaten'd  to  divide 
The  assembly :  hot  from  side  to  side 
Taunts  pass'd,  and  fierce  retorts  were  made. 
And  tumult  through  the  council  spread. 

But  now,  from  rocky  caverns  near, 
A  boat  was  seen  towards  them  steer ; 
When  stay'd  was  straight  the  fierce  debate ; 
And,  in  the  ship  where  they  were  met 
In  council,  with  amazement  view'd. 
Amongst  them  baleful  Angus  stood. 
For,  when  his  doom  to  him  was  known. 
He  to  his  furthest  lands  had  flown. 
And  sought  in  caves  and  woods  retreat. 
Till  thus  appear'd  the  Cimbrian  fleet ; 
When,  by  their  arms,  he  hop'd  to  change 
His  fate,  or  on  his  country  take  revenge. 
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Thus,  urg'd  by  desperate  hope,  his  last 
Resource,  the  traitor  to  them  pass'd  ; 
And  to  his  utmost  cunning  press'd, 
Thus  Cimbria's  wondering  chiefs  address'd. 

Princes  and  chiefs !  I  hail  your  power. 
To  Albyn  come  in  welcome  hour. 
To  stay  the  country's  civil  woes. 
And  triumph  o'er  your  direst  foes. 
I  know  how  weak  the  Scottish  trains, 
I  know  the  country's  richest  plains  ; 
And  if  you  list  I'll  guide  your  way, 
To  make  their  wealth  your  easy  prey. 
For  this  I  come ;  as,  near  at  hand, 
I  saw  you  hesitate  to  land. 
A  town  is  in  the  northward  bay 
Whose  spoil  your  valour  will  repay ; 
And  to  direct  you  there  to  land, 
I  wait,  brave  chiefs,  but  your  command. 

As  pass'd  the  word  from  Angus'  tongue. 
With  loud  assent  the  council  njncr : 
And,  yielding  all  to  his  commands. 
They  steer'd  their  ships,  and  ready  bands. 
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Towards  the  copious  bay 
Where  Esk's  bright  floods  to  ocean  flows. 
And,  in  the  sea's  embrace,  Montrose, 

A  town  of  traffic,  lay. 
And  there,  by  Angus,  now  array'd 
In  Cimbrian  arms,  the  Danes  were  led 
And  landed ;  while  the  townsmen  made 

Courageous  to  the  fight. 
But,  on  the  numbers  of  the  Dane, 
Their  frantic  valour  prov'd  in  vain  ; 
And  who  were  not  in  battle  slain. 

In  vain  attempted  flight. 
For,  hurried  by  the  foe  abhorr'd 
Into  the  sea,  or  by  the  sword. 
All  perish'd  :  when,  with  direful  yell. 
Upon  the  town  the  victors  fell. 
Dread  hour  !  the  streets  were  instant  heap'd 
With  slain ;  nor  age  not  sex  escap'd ; 
Nor  prayers  could  soften,  nor  submission  stay 
Their  deadly  rage,  till  none  were  found  to  slay. 

Nor  could  the  sword  of  death  assuage 
Their  ruthless  fury  :  urg'd  by  rage 
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Insatiate,  they  renew'd  tlu'ir  toil. 
And  hurried  to  their  ships  the  spoil. 
When  torches  of  Norwegian  pine, 
Surcharg'd  with  flaming  turpentine. 
They  fir'd  by  hundreds,  and,  to  crown 
Their  fury,  launch'd  into  the  town  ; 
Which  soon  arose  in  spires  of  light. 

That  through  the  plain  and  bay, 
Seem'd  to  transform  the  frighted  night 

Into  a  hideous  day. 
Where,  then  secure,  around  their  fires. 
The  Danish  hordes,  in  boisterous  quires, 
Roar'd  their  rude  songs,  or  tore  their  meal ; 
Or  quafF'd  to  Odin  bowls  of  ale  ; 
Or,  stretch'd  supine  upon  the  plain. 

By  toil  at  length  oppress'd, 
Resack'd  the  town,  and  slew  again. 
In  horrid  dreams,  the  shrieking  slain. 

And  writh'd  in  troubled  rest. 

Now  radiant  from  the  ocean  rose 
The  morn,  and  wrapp'd  the  Grampians'  brows 
In  streams  of  hoary  light. 
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Alas  !  but,  at  their  country's  woes 

On  fire,  and  ready  to  oppose. 

As  wont,  to  glorious  death,  her  foes 

No  Scots  advanc'd  in  sight. 
The  neighbouring  populace,  dismay'd. 
Without  a  chief  of  worth  to  lead 
Or  organise  their  band,  had  fled 

In  cover  of  the  night. 

The  Danes,  at  early  dawn  in  arms. 
Exulting  saw  the  land's  alarms  ; 
And,  led  by  Angus,  to  the  west. 
Then  Scotland's  richest  districts,  press'd  : 
Where,  quickly,  its  mysterious  tower 
Mark'd  Brechin  to  their  furious  power. 
But,  happ'ly  seated  on  a  hill. 
And  strongly  wall'd  by  Pictish  skill. 
That  town,  save  what  their  fires  destroy'd, 
Launch'd  o'er  its  walls,  their  rage  defied. 

From  thence,  with  rage  redoubled,  bore 
The  foe  towards  sublime  Strathmore ; 
The  valley  vast  which,  Scotland  through. 
To  feed  its  mountains.  Nature  drew. 
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Fields  where,  ere  tlicn,  tlie  Scots  had  hied 

Too  oft  in  freedom's  conflict  dread  : 

As  witness  still  the  dark  remains 

At  Cupar,  and  in  Gutliry's  plains  ; 

The  martial  line,  the  fosse  profound, 

And  vallum  proud,  that  marks  the  ground 

Where,  toiling  to  extend  their  sway. 

Long  erst  invasion's  legions  lay  ; 

When,  bloated  and  diseas'd  at  home. 

And  tottering  to  its  fall,  proud  Rome 

March'd,  to  subdue  the  patriot  Gael, 

Her  legions,  the  sixth  time,  to  fail. 

For,  though  great  Gildus  glorious  died, 

Scots  hv'd  who  still  her  conquering  arms  defied. 

Through  those  fam'd  fields,  with  rage  unstay'd. 
From  hill  to  hill  the  Cimbrians  spread. 

And  ravag'd  all  in  sight ; 
While  to  the  Grampians,  Findhaven  high. 
And  Guthry,  all  had  power  to  fly. 
Of  the  affrighted  populace  nigh. 
At  their  approach  took  flight. 
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Wide  spread  the  cry ;  and  forward  press'd 
The  rapid  foe,  in  wreck  and  waste 
Involving  all  the  plains  between 
The  silver  Isla  and  the  Dean, 
To  Migle,  fam'd  in  ancient  tale. 
And  first  of  towns  that  cheer'd  the  vale ; 
Whose  fanes,  by  Pictish  cunning  wrought. 
Set  by  their  heathen  rage  at  naught. 
By  mattock  min'd,  or  firebrand  crown'd. 
Soon  heap'd  in  shapeless  wreck  the  ground. 

From  Migle,  through  the  trembling  plains 
Resistless  pour'd  the  furious  Danes, 

And  southward  pierc'd  their  way. 
Their  left  on  Newtyl  hills,  their  rude 
Disorder'd  right  on  Isla's  flood  ; 
Whilst  naught  their  callous  rage  withstood. 

Or  could  their  fury  stay. 
And  thus,  while  slaughter,  rapine  bhnd. 
And  universal  rout,  defin'd 
Their  front,  and  desolation  drear. 
Or  sack'd  and  burning  towns,  their  rear  ; 
They  held,  unhalting,  their  career 
Through  i^nia  to  the  Tay. 
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But,  happily,  now,  that  splendid  flood, 
Tho  prince  of  All)ion's  waters,  stood 
Of  Scotland's  freedom  fortress  good. 
And  kept  their  rage  at  bay. 

At  tidings  first  to  Stirling  brought 
Of  those  events.  King  Kenneth,  fraught 
With  rage,  perplexity,  and  grief. 
Strove  to  refuse  the  tale  belief. 
But,  following  quickly  wild  report. 
When  fugitives  arriv'd  at  court 
All  pale  and  bleeding  from  the  foe. 
And  vouch'd  bv  wounds  the  tale  of  wo ; 
The  patriot  monarch  rose,  and  pac'd 
The  council  hall  in  troubled  haste. 
And  smote  at  intervals  his  breast : 

Then  to  his  nobles  near 
Cried  he, —  The  rage  of  foreign  power 
Comes  on  us  in  untimely  hour,  — 
When  ills  intestine  to  efface 
We  more  had  need  of  outward  peace. 
But  the  rapacious,  cruel  Dane, 
Ere  this,  has  found  the  Scots  are  men ; 
And  they,  we  trust,  for  this  profane 
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Intrusion  shall  pay  dear. 
Supply  me,  thanes,  with  men  of  might 
Terrific  in  the  dreadful  fight. 
Of  valour  that,  in  trial's  hour. 
Was  never  barr'd  by  human  power! 
Let  me  have  such,  to  see  upon 
This  daring  foe  meet  vengeance  done  ! 

Meet  vengeance  shall  the  king  abide. 
On  all  his  foes !  great  Lothian  cried ; 
Albyn  can  yet  supply  the  field 
With  men  that  ne'er  to  man  will  yield. 
Although,  for  prompt  and  speedy  aid. 
Their  numbers  may  be  widely  spread. 
But  let  the  royal  heralds  haste 
To  warn  the  north,  the  south,  and  west. 
And  charge  the  powerful  thanes  who  lie 
Remote,  to  march  upon  the  Tay  ; 
While  we  the  warlike  summons  sound 
With  speed  through  all  the  districts  round. 
And  marshal  every  man  to  arms. 
To  stay  the  spread  of  wild  alarms ; 
For,  till  our  mightier  powers  appear. 
We  have  in  loyal  number  near 
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A  strength  which,  if  we  well  apply. 
The  foe's  advance  we  shall  defy. 

Well  hast  thou  said,  renown'd  Dunbar ! 
Quoth  Kenneth,  griev'd  ;  the  force  is  far 
Remote,  in  whom  remains  the  weight 
At  present  of  our  kingdom's  might. 
The  canker-worm  of  sloth  and  crimes 
Has  cut  the  sinew  of  the  times  ; 
But  God  against  the  heathen  foe 
Will  arm,  we  trust,  our  feeble  blow. 
Haste  all  to  arms  !  the  force  at  hand 
We  will,  w^ith  you  to  aid,  command. 
To-morrow's  dawn,  the  Forth  we  cross ; 
And,  as  we  muster,  by  Kinross, 
Will  march  upon  the  Earn  and  Tay, 
T'  observe  the  foe,  and,  haply,  stay 
Their  ravages,  till  we  have  might 
To  meet  them,  like  our  sires,  in  fight. 

The  king  retir'd,  the  chiefs  withdrew ; 
And  loud  the  battle-sununons  roar'd 

The  plains  and  straths  of  Stirling  through ; 
And  round  their  chiefs  the  warriors  pour'd. 


60  BATTLE  OF  LONCARTY.       Canto  VL 

The  marksmen,  at  the  missile  fam'd. 
Their  weapons  barb'd,  or  strung ; 

The  anvils  clash'd,  the  forges  flam'd. 
And  arms  and  armour  rung. 
The  war's  reserves  were  piled  around. 
And  all  was  preparation's  rousing  sound. 

And  thus  while  was  supplied  the  fight. 
Impatient  of  delay, 

The  young  at  feats  of  skill  and  might. 
In  mimic  combats  play  ; 
Or  wave  their  bonnets,  in  adieu. 
And  bid  their  mountain  nymphs  be  true. 
In  groups  the  veterans  talk  the  cause 
That  claims  their  arms,  their  homes,  and  laws ; 
And,  as  the  plea  commands  applause. 

And  to  their  minds  return 
The  victories  of  their  early  youth. 
They  to  their  king  replight  their  truth. 
And  for  the  battle  burn. 

But  arm'd,  and  now  in  massive  bands 
Embodied,  at  their  chief's  commands 
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The  strength  of  the  adjacent  lands 

Forth  from  their  valleys  wind  : 
And  while  the  king  advane'd  his  force 
With  gallant  haste  a  northward  course ; 
Now  on  the  mountain's  skirts  descried. 
Now  from  the  forest  seen  to  ghde. 
The  warriors  thick  on  every  side 

His  patriot  banners  join'd. 

Dark,  fi'om  Dumblane,  in  troops  descend 
The  sons  of  Allan's  woodv  stream. 

In  holy  zeal  by  culdees  train'd. 
To  combat  for  the  Christian  name. 

From  where  the  foaming  Dovan  boils 
In  hoary  caldrons,  and,  with  roar 

Eternal,  spurns  its  rocky  toils. 
In  ready  bands  the  warriors  pour  : 

From  verdant  Alva,  rich  in  store 
Of  flocks ;  from  where  in  Ochil's  mines 

The  silver  lurks  in  mass,  or  ore. 
The  agate  and  the  topaz  shines  ; 
Of  those  then  fully  peopl'd  lands 
Descend  in  haste  the  gallant  bands. 
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Infuriate  at  their  country's  harms. 
And,  shouting,  join  their  king  in  arms. 

From  hilly  Cleish,  and  Ballingrae, 
Where  haughty  Rome,  in  earlier  day. 

Against  the  dreaded  north 
Her  bulwarks  rear'd,  with  toil  and  pain. 
Which,  proud  in  ruins,  yet  remain 
To  prove  her  fond  ambition  vain. 

And  patriot  virtue's  worth  : 
And  where,  from  earth  her  bones  and  urns. 
Even  yet  the  rustic's  mattock  turns. 
And  rudely  shews  their  power  how  low. 
Who  'lum'd  the  world,  though  freedom's  foe. 
From  those  fam'd  fields,  each  strath  and  glen. 
Their  country  to  defend  again 
Against  invasion's  baleful  train, 

Pour'd  Scotland's  warriors  forth. 

From  Lomond's  straths,  and  fam'd  Kinross, 
Which  Leaven's  effulgent  floods  inclose. 
Where  seem  to  float  the  fairy  bowers 
Of  old  St.  Serf,  and  Congal's  towers : 
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Where'er  the  flying  heralds  spread 
The  king's  approach,  uith  speed  array'd 
Ilush'd  forth  the  warriors  in  their  niiglit. 
And  join'd  their  brothers  for  the  fight. 

And  with  his  thus  augmenting  force. 
The  king  advanc'd  a  northward  course 
Two  days ;  and,  as  the  dawning  cheer'd 
The  third,  upon  the  Tay  appear'd. 
Where,  insulating  Elcho's  towers. 
The  fountains  of  Benvoerlich  pours 

Through  groves  and  meads  their  way : 
But,  not  descrying  there  the  Dane, 
He  scouts  advanc'd,  to  ascertain 
Their  camp  ;  and  to  advance  delay'd. 
In  hope  to  muster  further  aid. 
And  where  the  Earn  forsakes  its  glen, 
With  mighty  Tay  to  seek  the  main. 
To  view  his  hasty  gather'd  train 

Encamp'd  the  monarch  lay. 

He  found,  with  pride,  his  numbers  strong; : 
And  to  his  ranks  still  many  throng 
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Who  sought  with  patriot  zeal  the  fight. 
Though  green  in  arms,  untried  in  might. 
But  as  the  king,  in  strict  review. 
Thus  pass'd  his  thronging  legions  through. 
By  Lothian,  Graeme,  Macduff,  and  Mar, 
Attended,  to  inspect  the  war ; 
He  notic'd,  midst  a  common  band. 
One,  arm'd  beyond  his  fellows,  stand 
Aside,  as  if  to  shun  his  eyes. 
And  seem'd  to  view  him  with  surprise. 
When  thus  the  Graeme  :  Rodardus'  son. 
Perchance,  is  to  the  king  unknown  ; 
'Tis  well,  that,  'midst  his  house's  fall. 
He  has  not  shunn'd  his  country's  call. 
But  duteous  comes  his  sword  to  lend. 
Her  threaten'd  freedom  to  defend. 

Let  him  be  charg'd.  King  Kenneth  cried. 
To  join  the  battle  near  our  side  — 
Not  mix  amongst  inferior  men ! 
We  seek  not  thus  his  rank  to  stain. 
Ah,  Graeme !  his  sire,  to  Scotland  lost. 
With  us  to  day,  had  been  a  host ! 
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But  thus  it  is  tliat  crimes  of  late 
Have  wrenclrd  the  sinews  of  tlie  state, 
And  left  so  few  of  nerve  to  stay 
The  land,  in  this  its  peril's  day. 
Which  said,  as  if  on  study  bent. 
The  king  retir'd  in  silence  to  his  tent. 

But  now,  the  scouts,  who  passed  the  Earn 
With  orders  to  advance  and  learn 
The  posture  of  the  foe,  their  force. 
And  something  of  their  purpos'd  course  ; 
Return'd  to  camp  in  haste  amain. 
With  certain  tidings  that  the  Dane 
Had  cross'd,  with  all  their  force,  the  Tay ; 
And  then  in  siege  of  Bertha  lay. 
For  Angus  still,  who  urg'd  them  on. 
And  now  had  much  their  favour  won. 
Had  ascertain'd,  that  Inva  there 
Was  borne,  and  in  the  convent's  care 
Dispos'd,  by  the  unknown  who  stay'd 
His  flight  with  her  at  Methven's  raid  ; 
And  to  the  hapless  maid  his  fate 
Ascribing,  and  inflam'd  by  hate 
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Which  nothing  could  atone  or  change  — 
With  hope  on  her  to  find  revenge. 
By  lauding  Bertha's  wealth,  he  had  the  Danes 
Now  drawn  to  its  assault  with  all  their  trains. 

Scarce  had  the  scouts  their  tidings  spoke. 
When  Kenneth,  hke  a  man  awoke 
From  frightful  and  appalling  dreams. 
Rising  amidst  his  chiefs,  exclaims  : 
Besieging  Bertha  !  then,  the  foe 
Aims  at  our  kingdom's  heart  their  blow  ! 
But  I,  cried  he,  will  lose  my  crown. 
And  life,  or  rescue  Bertha  town  ! 
Brave  chiefs,  and  warriors,  all,  take  heed ; 
To-night  our  force  we  thither  lead ; 
You  know  our  plan  of  march,  —  his  power 
Each  chieftain  knows  :  we  move  at  evening's 
hour. 

The  chiefs,  obedient  to  pursue 
Their  various  duties,  straight  withdrew ; 
And,  by  command,  till  evening's  close 
The  troops  rechn'd  to  take  repose. 
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Except  tlie  laljouring  tmins,  who  liew'd 
Strong:  timbers  from  the  iieighbom-ing  wood, 
\\  liich,  duly  trimm'd,  they  cord  with  care. 
And  on  the  Earn  in  rafts  prepare, 
0!)edicnt  to  tlie  royal  will : 
Then  was  the  camp  as  midnight  still. 

Alone  was  heard  the  evening  gale 
Through  the  resisting  forest  wail. 
Or  stream,  which  rocks  or  shoals  impede. 
Murmuring  for  a  smoother  bed. 
Till  red  the  orb  of  day  had  set, 
And  twilight  sunk  in  clouds  of  jet. 
When  from  their  common  couch,  the  ground, 

Rous'd  by  the  shield's  well-known  alarms. 
Up  sprung  the  Scots,  from  sleep  profound. 

As  they  had  lain,  complete  in  arms. 
And  to  the  river-margin  led, 
^^'hile  workmen,  to  the  duty  bred. 
Swam  from  the  rafts,  and  cables  bore 
To  piles  on  the  opposing  shore 

To  warp  them  through  the  tide  ; 
The  troops  embark'd  in  columns  vast. 
Their  inner  mooring  overcast, 
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And  gain'd  the  further  side. 
Whence,  covered  by  impervious  night. 
Close  form'd,  they  mov'd  in  silent  might. 
Led  by  the  king,  a  mighty  host ; 
And  reach'd  a  strong  important  post 
At  Loncarty,  as  had  been  plann'd. 
Ere  knew  the  foe,  or  day  had  dawn'd. 

But  from  the  orient  fount  of  light 
Soon  stream'd  the  morn,  and  rose  to  sight 
Again  the  glowing  sphere  of  men, 
Deck'd  with  hill,  forest,  flood,  and  plain. 
And  now,  when,  from  the  Scots,  the  blaze 
Of  glittering  arms,  in  morning's  rays. 

Reflected  back  the  dawn  ; 
The  Danes  descried,  with  wild  amaze. 
The  mighty  host,  and  saw  them  raise 

The  lion  in  their  van. 

The  royal  standard  well  they  knew. 
And  to  their  arms  confus'dly  flew. 
And  off  from  Bertha  wildly  drew ; 
For  well  to  them  was  known 
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Tlic  deadly  valour  of  the  Gael  : 
So  manv  in  their  land  could  tell, 
I  low  ol't  the  Scots,  in  combat  fell, 
Their  race  had  overthrown. 

But  Iluba,  Cimbria's  prince,  who  led 
Their  bauds,  observ'd  their  panic  dread ; 
And  straight  his  mind  to  measures  bore 
Their  shaken  courage  to  restore. 
For  skill'd  iu  warfare's  arts,  as  brave. 
Command  to  march  he  instant  gave. 
And  by  a  movement  fraught  with  skill. 
Took  post  on  an  adjacent  hill. 
Of  access  hard  on  every  side. 
And  deem'd  he  there,  at  will,  attack  defied. 

The  Scottish  bands,  when  first  their  foes 
Were  seen  in  dawning  light, 

Fir'd  by  their  country's  wrongs  and  woes, 
Buni'd  to  begin  the  fight ; 

And  Kenneth,  loth  their  pride  to  damp. 
Or  noble  rage  restrain, 

With  haste  abandoning  the  camp, 
Advanc'd  into  the  plain. 
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The  king,  in  splendid  armour  clad. 
With  great  Macduff  the  centre  led  ; 
Brave  Graeme,  and  Lothian's  thane,  Dunbar, 
Commanded  on  the  wings ;  and  Marr, 
And  Murdo  strong,  on  either  hand 
Led  each  their  dark  determin'd  band. 
While  every  massive  clan  between 
Full  many  a  knightly  plume  was  seen. 
And  shield  of  rare  device,  that  far 
Shot  glory  through  the  darker  war. 
As  gilds  the  sun  the  clouds  in  golden  foils 
On  winter  eve,  and  storms  arise  in  smiles. 

Thus  stood  upon  the  bent  to  fight 
Two  nations,  in  their  time,  for  might 
And  fury  in  the  battle's  rage 
Unmatch'd,  perchance,  in  any  land  or  age. 
And  ere  their  conflict  to  portray 
May  the  adventurous  Muse  essay. 
While  yet  before  her  vision  lowers 
Time's  shadows,  on  the  wing  she  cowers 
A  moment,  to  collect  her  powers, 
And  rouse  her  boldest  strain  ; 
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For  wlio  of  this  dogenerate  day, 
And  nerveless  race,  shall,  reckless,  lay 
The  hand  on  Albyn's  martial  lyre, 
Secure,  its  thunders,  and  its  fire, 
Long  sunk,  to  wake  again  .' 


END  OF  CANTO  VI. 
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CANTO   VII. 

Thus  marshall'd  on  the  open  plains 

The  Scots  to  battle  dar'd  the  Danes  ; 

Who  held,  and  seem'd  resolv'd,  at  will. 

To  hold  their  post  upon  the  hill. 

But  when  their  bent  King  Kenneth  knew. 

His  chosen  archers  forth  he  drew. 

And  javelineers,  upon  their  van  ; 

When  furiously  the  fight  began. 

For,  dreadful,  from  their  doubled  bows 

A  thousand  arrows  instant  rose 

Above  the  close  embattl'd  foes. 

Each  to  his  victim  true. 
And  full  as  soon  and  surely  aim'd. 
Each  with  a  triple  death  inflam'd. 
From  arms  for  force  resistless  fam'd 

A  thousand  javelins  flew. 
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Which  phmging  on  their  host  compress'd. 
Nor  hehn  nor  cuirass  could  resist. 
Nor  art  avoid,  nor  shield  repel ; 
For  where  they  sunk  the  strongest  fell. 

And  thus  incessant  from  beneath. 
Rose  on  the  Danes  the  storm  of  death  ; 
Which  they,  from  earlier  waste  of  arms. 
Could  but  return  with  trivial  harms. 
But  thus  by  straight  unlook'd-for  press'd. 
And  to  inventive  rage  address'd. 

When  their  own  shafts  were  done. 
The  Scottish  darts,  torn  from  their  slain. 
They  hurl'd  on  them  with  death  again  ; 
And  gall'd  their  front,  and  tore  the  plain 

With  rolling  piles  of  stone. 
But  finding,  by  their  numbers  slain. 
That  hope  from  such  a  strife  was  vain ; 
And  heated  to  their  utmost  rage 
In  direst  battle  to  engage, 
They  reel'd,  like  waves  in  Cleutha  pent. 
And  with  a  shout  that  ether  rent. 
Ringing  in  armour,  from  the  height 
They  rush'd,  a  torrent,  to  the  fight. 
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So  to  the  battle  came  the  foe  ; 
And  witli  their  force  resistless,  bore 

The  Scottish  lines,  advanc'd  below, 
An  acre  from  their  ground,  or  more  ; 
But  for  the  shock  that  l)ackward  spurn'd 
Their  front,  the  Scots  more  fierce  return'd. 
As  when  the  loosen'd  rivage  heaves 
Its  mass  into  the  mining  waves. 
The  sea  recoils,  or  dash'd  in  air, 
A  moment  leaves  its  margin  bare  ; 
But  quickly,  with  redoubled  roar, 
Returns,  and  re-asserts  its  shore. 

So  join'd  the  fight :  and  left,  and  right. 
As  clos'd  the  adverse  bands  amain. 

The  jar  of  their  encountering  might 
Shook  heaven,  and  tore  the  trembling  plain. 
Wide  spread  the  cry ;  and  loud  the  shock 
Of  meeting  shields,  the  mace's  stroke. 
The  bill  and  broadsword's  dreadful  clang, 
And  sounds  of  axe  and  javelins  rang 

The  deafening  conflict  round  ; 
While  loud  and  shrill  the  war-pipes  dread 
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With  rancorous  screams  the  slaughter  led  ; 
And,  from  a  thousand  gashes  shed. 

Red  stream'd  with  blood  the  ground. 

King  Kenneth,  like  a  comet  bright. 
Hung  dreadful  o'er  the  thickest  fight ; 
And  oft  by  deeds  of  matchless  might 

His  warriors'  ardour  rais'd  ; 
Or  distant  squadrons  to  sustain. 
When  worsted,  or  reduc'd  by  slain. 
To  right,  or  leftward,  through  the  plain 

Like  a  bright  meteor  blaz'd. 
And,  whilst  his  presence  cheer'd  the  brave, 
Or  rous'd  by  shame  the  torpid  slave. 
Wide  rang'd  his  mind  ;  and  through  the  fight 
Each  chance  that  to  his  warriors'  might 
Could  furnish  stimulant  or  weight. 

With  piercing  foresight  seiz'd. 

The  Danish  prince,  great  Huba,  led 
Like  gloriously  his  legions  dread  ; 
And,  mid  the  field,  in  iron  clad. 
O'er  all  in  giant  height. 
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Appear'd,  his  wanitjib  prompt  t(j  aid 
And  round  him  heaps  of  slauglitor  spread. 
And  o'er  tlie  dying  and  the  dead 
Urg'd  on  the  burning  light. 

And  thus,  each  power  by  princes  dread 
Commanded,  and  with  ardour  led. 
The  battle  clos'd  ;  till  host  in  host. 
And  nation  seem'd  in  nation  lost ; 
Like  meeting  waves  diversely  toss'd 

When  whirlwinds  rend  the  main : 
And  so,  or  in  wide  columns  spread, 
Alternate,  as  wild  valour  led ; 
Untaught  to  linger  for  command. 
Pours  on,  self-moved,  each  furious  band : 
Or  the  dire  charge  in  turns  withstand. 

And  thus  the  fight  maintain  ; 
While  every  onset's  shock,  with  fate 
Surcharg'd,  their  day  of  glory  set. 
And  quench'd  their  patriot  love,  or  hate. 

The  brave  sink  lifeless  round  ; 
Unlaid  their  limbs,  unclos'd  their  eyes ; 
Or  trod  to  death  the  wounded  dies ; 
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Their  anguish  and  expiring  cries 
In  the  dread  tumult  drown'd. 

Thus  fought  the  warriors  :  but  between 
Their  columns  prouder  war  was  seen  ; 
Where,  stimulating  each  his  host. 
The  adverse  chiefs  each  other  cross'd ; 
There,  shining  arms,  the  grace  of  mien 
And  art,  the  combatants  between. 
Took  horror  from  the  deadly  fray. 
And  battle  seem'd  but  gallant  play. 

The  men  of  Earn,  by  Nathol  dread. 
And  valiant  Egan,  jointly  led, 
Oppos'd  terrific  Hasting's  bands. 
And  Uffa's,  fam'd  through  many  lands. 
And  spear  inlocked  with  spear,  and  sword 
With  sword,  by  mutual  havoc  gor'd. 
While  fought  their  hosts,  the  captains  proud 
No  quarter  ask'd,  and  none  allow'd ; 
But  fought,  each  feat  of  prowess  vast 
By  each  achievement  new  surpass'd, 
Till  either,  vanquish'd,  sunk  beneath 
The  sword,  or  both  in  mutual  death. 
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With  fury,  slaugliter,  rage,  and  niij^lit 
Unslackening,  roar'd  tlie  wliirlwind  fi^dit. 
Fincormac,  witli  liis  bands,  oppos'd 
The  force  of  Ilaldcn  ;  Corbert  clos'd 
With  raging  Anner.     In  tlie  bay 
Of  Rumar  Anner's  turrets  lay  ; 
Of  hunter  on  the  Norway'n  sliore 
The  festive  liaunt :  but,  tusky  boar. 
Or  wolf,  or  wind-oiitspeeding  deer. 
No  more  will  fall  by  Anner's  spear. 
His  breast  by  Corbert's  sword  unlac'd, 
His  line  and  race  no  longer  trac'd. 
Like  a  vast  tower  o'erwhelm'd  he  lies. 
And  'mid  his  bleeding  vassals  dies. 

Still,  through  the  fight  King  Kenneth  press'd, 
Shar'd  every  danger,  and  address'd 
His  care  to  all  the  varied  strife. 
Reckless  of  peril  and  of  life. 
But  while  he  thus,  by  ardour  led. 
Oft  his  attending  train  outsped. 
He  mark'd  that,  whether  he  was  drawn 
To  wing  or  centre,  rear  or  van. 
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A  warrior  of  surpassing  might 
Fought  near  his  side,  or  in  his  sight ; 
And  by  his  valour,  and  emprise. 
Oft  drew  resistlessly  his  eyes. 

The  stranger  led  no  warlike  band. 
Nor  minister'd,  nor  own'd  command  : 
His  mighty  shield  and  plated  mail. 
From  crown  to  foot,  were  sable  steel ; 
His  helmet  clos'd,  as  to  defy 
To  scan  his  face  the  keenest  eye. 
But  thus,  performing  deeds  of  might. 
Still  near  the  monarch  through  the  fight 
He  mov'd  :  till,  to  amazement  wrought. 
The  king  a  parley  with  him  sought. 
But  greater  wonder  fill'd  his  mind. 
When  the  unknown  his  call  declin'd, 
And,  silent,  to  the  rear  withdrew. 
As  if  he  sought  to  pass  from  view. 

Meanwhile,  a  Cimbrian  chief,  the  field 
Who  rang'd,  as  if  with  aim  conceal'd ; 
And  as  the  battle  swerv'd  and  veer'd. 
Oft  near  King  Kenneth  had  appear'd ; 
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Now,  \\\u\v  tlic  kinii;  a  colimiu  clos'd 
And  rode  unconsciously  oxpos'd, 
Rush'd  on  him  witli  resistless  force. 
And  threw  the  monarch  from  his  horse. 
And,  in  liis  falling,  at  him  made 
A  mortal  hlow  ;  but  there  was  stay'd 
His  lifted  arm  ;   the  knight  unknown 
His  battle-axe  had  at  him  thrown, 
^^'hich  through  the  helmet  to  the  brain 
Clove  mortally  the  seeming  Dane, 
Who  foundering  sunk  the  shock  beneath, 

\Miile  burst  his  helmet's  bands  away. 
And  writhing  in  the  gasp  of  death, 

Disclos'd  the  traitor  Angus  lay. 

The  king,  by  his  attendants  rais'd, 
To  see  the  recreant  stood  amaz'd  ; 
And  he,  by  whom  his  fate  was  given, 
Appear'd  in  wonder  rapt  to  heaven. 
When  Angus,  wrung  by  deadly  pain, 
Cried, — King !  thou  'scap'st  my  arm  in  vain  : 
For  know,  to  my  revenge  you  owe 
The  presence  of  tliis  mighty  foe; 
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A  foe,  whose  valour  here,  I  trust. 
Will  tread  thee  and  thy  power  in  dust  — 
And  'venge  my  wrongs !     Thus,  seeming  joy'd. 
The  baleful  chief  exclaim'd,  and  died. 

Now,  all  by  gratitude  imbued. 
The  king  his  strange  dehverer  view'd : 
And  while  he  yet  stood  rapt  in  thought. 
Him  by  the  arm  with  fervour  caught. 
And  cried.  Brave  knight,  for  cause  unknown. 
Though  you  have  sought  the  king  to  shun. 
Now,  as  your  fellow  man !  I  claim 
In  gratitude's  behalf,  your  name  ! 
Declare  yourself!  that  I  may  know 
To  whom,  from  hence,  my  hfe  I  owe ! 
When  deep  the  sable  warrior  sigh'd. 
And  thus,  with  hollow  voice,  replied. 

Sovereign  of  Albyn,  thus,  of  one 
Once  priz'd,  take  what  remark  you  can  ; 
For,  save  as  harness'd  thus  I  show. 
Of  me,  alive,  none  more  must  know ; 
Here  from  the  ken  of  men  I  fly. 
And  seek  but  honourably  to  die. 
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Yet,  if  my  death  divulge  my  name, 
Tliis  ])oon  I  ask  —  protect  my  fame! 
A\'liich  said,  he,  with  a  force  so  stronjr 

Tliat  Kenneth's  power  could  not  withstand, 
The  arm  he  held  straiiijlit  from  him  wrunfy* 

But  left  his  gauntlet  in  his  hand. 
Then  rushing  midst  the  thickest  fight, 
Pass'd  from  the  wondering  monarch's  sii^ht. 


The  king,  to  an  attendant  near 
The  gauntlet  gave,  with  charge  of  care ; 
And  o'er  in  mind  a  moment  tnrn'd 
The  strange  event :  but  round  him  burn'd 
The  raging  fight ;  and  quickly  drew 
His  mind  from  past  events  to  new. 
For  now  the  battle's  awful  tide 
Roll'd  in  its  strength  from  side  to  side  ; 
Now  clashing  arms  and  dying  cries 
Shook  earth,  and  dust  obscur'd  the  skies. 
And  deeds  of  fame  so  thickly  throng 
That  their  record  would  toil  the  sonjr. 
Graeme,  Lothian,  Cruthenetus,  Fife, 
And  Marr,  commixing  in  the  strife. 
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Perform'd  exploits  whose  mention  here, 
Would  bring  the  theme  distrust  in  modern  ear. 

Still  to  the  strife  the  armies  stood 
Mid  heaps  of  slain,  and  streams  of  blood ; 
Still  by  the  patriot  monarch  led. 
The  Scots,  though  hastily  array'd. 
And  many  new  to  battle's  hour. 
Withstood  all  Cimbria's  chosen  power. 

But  now  in  heaven  th'  eternal  sun 
Had  his  diurnal  zenith  won  ; 
When  Kenneth,  who,  for  look'd-for  aid 
The  distance  search'd  in  vain,  survey'd 
The  field  ;  and  saw  his  troops,  their  best 
Put  forth,  by  Danish  veterans  press'd  ; 
And  victory,  or  terrific  rout. 
For  whom  reserv'd,  in  dreadful  doubt. 
With  which  reviews,  his  bosom  rent. 
And  all  his  soul  upon  the  bent. 
He  bade  his  chiefs  attend  :  and  fast 
The  high  command  the  heralds  pass'd. 
When,  as  his  generals  round  him.  press'd. 
Them  briefly,  thus  the  king  address'd  : 
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Cliicrs!   leaders  of  vDiir  countrv's  ]iiii;lit ! 
You  see  the  posture  of  the  figlit ! 
Past  hope,  our  warriors  have  witlistood 
Tlie  foe,  aud  still  their  wills  are  i^ood  ; 
But,  toil  prolong'd  the  powers  reduce. 
And  oft  tlie  nohlest  will  subdues. 
Say!  judge  ye  then  our  venture  less. 
In  rousing  now  the  troops  to  press 
By  one  united  charge  the  foe. 
And  thus  attempt  their  overthrow  ; 
Or,  by  a  firm  compact  retreat, 
A  worse  alternative  defeat ; 
Till  aids,  which  doubtless  now  are  near. 
If  duty  has  not  flinch'd,  appear. 
For  us  a  victory  to  enforce  : 
Say,  warriors  !  which  our  wisest  course  ? 

The  first  the  wisest,  noblest  choice. 
All  answered  with  united  voice ; 
To  rouse  the  army's  utmost  might. 
And  bring  to  one  great  charge  the  fight. 
Let,  added  Lothian,  every  thane 
Encourage  and  excite  his  train 
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By  words  most  apt ;  form  every  band 
Anew ;  and  then,  at  one  command. 
Our  force  combin'd  on  Cimbria  pour. 
And  her  discomfiture  is  sure. 

Thus  Lothian  :  every  chief  in  mind 
According  ;  when  the  king  rejoin'd, — 
Brave  chieftains !  my  assent  is  given ; 
Your  bold  resolves  so  prosper  heaven ! 
When  each  has  pass'd  to  his  command. 
And  rallied  and  confirm'd  his  band. 
This  sign  shall  lead  the  general  charge, — 
My  standard  furl'd,  then  thrown  at  large. 
Then  let  each  Scot  attend  the  word. 
And  prove  his  nation  by  his  sword  ! 
And  all  who  give  to  duty  heart. 
Shall  find  me  faithful  in  the  sovereign's  part. 

He  said.     Each  chieftain  took  his  course. 
And  threw  himself  amidst  his  force  ; 
Array'd  each  band,  each  column  clos'd ; 
Rous'd  by  their  threats  the  lax  dispos'd. 
The  brave  where  danger  more  appear'd  : 
And  by  such  words  as  follows,  cheer'd 
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Each  lal)ouring  host.    Rouse  !  Scots !  your  cause 

Is  Albyn's  tVecdoiii,  name,  and  laws  ! 

Your  homes,  your  h)vcs,  deHverancc  craves  ! 

The  ashes  in  your  father's  graves  ! 

Their  spirits,  hovering  o'er  their  bones. 

Frown,  and  demur  to  own  you  sons ! 

Rouse  !  one  great  effort  more  secures 

The  victory  and  the  booty  yours ! 

Rouse  !   vanquisli !  and  tliis  gallant  day's 

Remembrance  shall  transmit  your  praise 

In  your  applauding  children's  rhymes 

And  legends  to  remotest  times. 

Thus,  or  by  words  of  like  import. 
Did  every  chief  his  troops  exhort. 
But  now,  involv'd  upon  its  pole. 
The  royal  standard  seem'd  a  scroll : 
When  straight  receded  on  the  plains. 
Like  a  vast  wave,  the  Scottish  trains. 
Then,  for  the  onset  all  array'd. 
True  to  their  sign,  the  lion  spread. 
They  rent  the  air  with  direful  yell. 
And  on  the  astonish'd  Cimbrians  fell. 
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As  when  some  mountain-lake,  with  rain 
Surcharg'd,  descends  and  sweeps  the  plain. 
And  roaring  down  its  headlong  course. 
Scarce  rocks  or  hills  resist  its  course  ; 
So  fell  the  Scots  upon  their  foes  : 
And  'twixt  the  hosts  a  crash  arose 
Like  that  the  awe-struck  peasant  hears 
When  heaven  in  storms  the  forest  tears. 
So  mixing  rose  the  battle's  groan ; 
And  men,  and  steeds,  and  cars,  o'erthrown. 
In  giddy  heaps  rose  wildly  round. 
And  death  and  wreck  deform'd  the  ground. 

Such  was  the  shock.     But  still  the  Danes, 
To  war  inured,  the  fight  maintains. 
And  rag'd  anew  from  wing  to  van 

The  battle's  direful  roar. 
Till  carnage  block'd  the  field,  and  ran 

The  Shochie  red  with  gore  ;* 

*  Tradition  says  that  the  Shochie,  a  small  river,  or  rivulet, 
in  the  neighbourhood,  ran  red  with  blood  on  the  day  of  this 
battle. 
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And  l)ut  one  fate  seem'd  to  abide 

Their  rage  —  eacli  host  by  each  destroy 'd.* 

But,  thus  oppos'd,  at  length  the  Danes 
Began  to  swerve  through  all  their  trains ; 
And  ill  disorder'd  fdes  give  back, 
With  ardour  sunk,  and  effort  slack  : 
And  thus,  as  fail'd  their  valour's  glow. 
Were  press'd  by  their  reviving  foe  ; 
Till,  sunk  their  hopes,  their  courage  flown. 
Their  pride,  and  martial  front  o'erthrown. 
They  broke  their  lines,  and,  struck  with  dread. 
In  rout  and  wild  confusion  fled. 

And  now,  as  when  arous'd  in  haste 
The  north  wind  sweeps  the  wintry  waste. 
And,  toss'd  before  its  current,  flows 
In  flaky  seas  the  sifted  snows. 
So  pour'd  along  the  dusty  plains 
The  flyiiig  and  pursuing  trains ; 

*  It  was  not  uncommon,  in   tliose  days,   fur  two    opposing 
bands  to  fight  till  they  were  nearly  all  exterminated. 
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Whilst  to  the  routed  Danes  appear 
No  stimulant  their  flight  to  cheer. 
But  who,  the  last,  should  sink  beneath 
The  ruthless  victor's  sword  in  death. 

But  the  dread  hour,  when  hope  seems  past 
And  pressing  ruin  strikes  aghast 
The  feeble,  is  the  reign  assign'd 
For  action  in  the  mighty  mind. 
Great  Huba,  when  his  army  fled, 
Upbraided  not,  but  foremost  led 
Their  flight ;  descrying  good  in  ill ; 
And  rul'd  their  rout  towards  the  hill 
Where  first  the  armies,  in  their  might, 
Join'd  boastfully  the  wasteful  fight. 
And  thither,  as  his  legions  pour'd 
With  trembling  haste  from  fate  abhorr'd. 
He  staid  their  terror,  clos'd  their  ranks. 
And  form'd  them  in  a  deep  phalanx. 
Close  wedg'd  with  spears  on  every  side. 
Which  the  advancing  Scots  defied. 
And  having  thus  restor'd  his  host 
To  confidence  and  courage  lost. 
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And  front  to  their  assailants  ])roof. 
While  stood  the  halting  Scots  aloof, 
Tlie  frowning  hero  round  tlieni  prcss'd. 
And  thus  his  crowded  hands  addrcss'd. 

Cinihrians !  whose  arms  so  long  have  spread 
Through  every  land  dismay  and  dread  ;  * 
Yield  ye  your  country's  glory  thus  ? 
Give  you  your  lives  to  certain  loss  ? 
Your  treasur'd  spoils  resign  ye  so. 
To  plume  a  spent  and  beaten  foe  ? 
But  fame,  if  basely  you  despise. 
And  dastardly  would  yield  the  prize 
Of  victory,  as  a  ransom  cheap 
^^'ith  life  and  safety  to  escape ; 
The  hope  were  vain  :  in  hostile  land 
You  stand  inclos'd  ;  on  distant  strand 
Your  ships  are  moor'd ;  and,  mark  my  voice. 
But  this  alternative  's  your  choice : 
Resume  your  courage,  rouse  your  might. 
Return,  and  conquer  in  the  fight ; 

*  The  Danes   were,  about  this  tune,  the  terror  of  all  the 
nations  near. 
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Or  look  no  man  of  all  your  host 
To  reach  alive  the  Cimbrian  coast ! 
Say  !  are  you  then  resolv'd  to  fly. 
In  heaps  ingloriously  to  die  ? 
Or  conquer !  and  reward  your  toil. 
And  venge  your  race  by  Albyn's  spoil  ? 

He  ceas'd.     Through  all  his  host  aghast. 
His  warning  words  his  captains  past. 
When,  by  their  chief's  reproaches,  gall'd 
The  noble,  and  the  base  appall'd ; 
But  all  excited  by  despair  : 
Midst  clangs  of  arms  that  rent  the  air 
The  host  divided  left  and  right. 
And  fronted  to  renew  the  fight ; 
And  all,  or  to  be  gain'd,  or  lost. 
Each  chief,  determin'd,  took  his  post. 

Meanwhile  the  Scots,  yet  with  the^low 
Of  vantage  warm,  observed  the  foe 
With  scorn  ;  and,  in  their  might  secure, 
Advanc'd,  as  to  a  victory  sure. 
But  thus,  while  haplessly  elate 
With  siu'ety  of  the  battle's  fate. 
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The  Scots  to  erring  joy  were  given  ; 
The  Cinibrians  by  tlicir  (lunger  driven 
To  fury,  rais'd,  their  host  throughout, 
"  A  great  and  universal  shout ;"  * 
And  in  the  tempest  of  their  might 
Poiu'd  dreadful  forward  to  the  fight. 

Appalling  hour!  for,  such  their  course  — 
Such  their  resistless  onset's  force. 
That,  instant,  struck  with  wild  dismay. 
The  Scots  on  both  their  wings  gave  way ; 
And,  many  chosen  leaders  slain. 
And  all  attempts  to  rally  vain. 
Soon  fled,  entire,  before  the  foe 
In  wild  remed'less  overthrow. 
Except  that  with  the  king  remain'd, 
By  faithful  loyalty  constrain'd, 
A  valiant  few,  who  round  him  stood, 
Resolv'd  to  mix  with  his  their  blood  ; 
For,  the  infuriate  foe  to  shun, 
Or  chance  or  hope  appear'd  there  none. 


*  Those  are  the  words  used   by   the  liistoriaii,  speaking  of 
this  event. 
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And  now,  deserted  'mid  the  plain. 
By  all  but  this  determin'd  train. 
King  Kenneth  saw,  transfixed  by  wo. 
Pursued  and  slaughtered  by  the  foe. 
The  remnant  of  his  broken  host ; 
And  view'd,  in  mind,  his  kingdom  lost ; 
His  people  of  a  foreign  sway. 
Or  of  the  ruthless  sword  the  prey. 

Such  were  his  thoughts,  if  thoughts  defin'd 
Then  pass'd  the  troubled  monarch's  mind. 
But  who  the  scene,  in  Bertha  towers. 

Of  horror  shall  portray, 
When  thus  prevail'd  the  Cimbrian  powers. 

And  Scotland's  bands  gave  way  ? 
Who  paint  the  joys,  when  morning  rose 
In  Bertha  streets,  and  now  the  woes  ? 
And  how  shall  be  by  words  defin'd 
The  pangs  of  beauteous  Inva's  mind  ; 
Who,  since  the  fatal  night,  had  there 
Been  in  the  convent's  guardian  care. 

Already,  for  her  house's  woes. 
And  that  she  was  the  guiltless  cause. 
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She  had  exhausted  all  her  tears ; 

But  uew  were  to  her  mind  the  fears 

Of  an  incens'd  and  cruel  foe  ; 

And,  rapt  in  agonies  of  wo, 

AMicre  is  he  now,  she  cried,  who  staid 

My  ruin  at  the  fotal  raid  .' 

Oh,  grants  not  heaven  to  him  the  power 

To  aid  me  in  this  awful  hour  ? 

And  where  my  sire,  and  brother  ?  vain 

My  plaints !  they  all  are,  doubtless,  slain. 

Thus  mourn'd,  alone,  the  hapless  fair. 
At  length  the  abbess  and  her  care 
She  join'd,  and  all  incessant  sought 
The  aid  of  heaven  in  prayer  devout. 
But  heaven,  w  Inch,  in  the  hour  of  wo. 

Oft  grants  the  prayer  sincere ; 
Seem'd  from  the  suppliants  to  withdraw. 

And  turn  away  its  ear : 
The  final  hour  of  Scotland's  fate 
Seem'd  now  decreed  by  Danish  hate. 
For  to  destroy  her  flying  trains 
Determin'd,  the  infuriate  Danes 
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Now  off  their  weighty  armour  threw,* 
With  less  incumbrance  to  pursue : 
And  ponderous  cuirasses,  defac'd 
By  blows,  and  paldrons,  in  their  haste 
Thrown  off,  and  scatter'd  careless  round. 
And  casques  and  gorgets  strevv'd  the  ground. 
And  now,  pursuing  in  their  might. 
Their  war-worn  bodies  bare  to  sight. 
And  long  and  wildly  in  the  air 
Streaming  their  fiery  beards  and  hair. 
The  Cimbrian  bands  a  scene  display. 
Strange,  past  imagining  in  modern  day. 

Meanwhile  the  flying  Scots,  by  dread 
Impell'd,  who  farthe  foe  outsped ; 
Now  pour'd  along  the  sounding  plain 
A  wild  tumultuous  crowd,  to  gain 


*  This  was  done  on  some  occasions  about  this  period. 
King  Indolphus,  who  reigned  previous  to  King  Kenneth's 
brother,  Duphus,  lost  his  life  thfough  throwing  off  his  armour 
to  pursue  the  flying  Danes,  in  a  previous  battle  with  another 
band   of  them. 
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Tlic  woods  and  fastnesses  in  view, 
Whose  passes  and  retreats  they  knew ; 
And  where,  they  trusted,  ilpiusird, 
They  might  the  Danish  rage  ehide  ; 
For  such  their  phght  that,  now,  of  nought 
But  to  escape  with  hfe  they  tliouglit : 
And  all  their  nation's  pride  and  hoast 
Seem'd  in  one  hour  of  dastard  terror  lost. 


END    OF    CANTO    VII. 
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Thus  fled  the  Scots  ;  and,  urg'd  by  feud 

Ptelentless,  thus  the  Danes  pursu'd ; 

Their  victory  sure,  as  they  esteem'd, 

And  so  to  liuman  eye  it  seem'd. 

But  mark  events.     And  now  proclaim, 

O  Muse !  with  all  the  mouths  of  fame, 

A  tale,  whose  like,  by  truth  controll'd. 

Has  never  been  by  poet  told ; 

An  act  to  which  all  history's  page 

No  semblance  yields  in  any  land  or  age. 

And  come,  bright  spirit !  come,  divine 

Imacrination !  and  combine 

The  shapes  of  early  time  that  rise. 

As  yet  obscure,  to  fancy's  eyes ; 

'Lume,  by  thy  hght,  the  rising  scene  to  truth, 

And  mve  immortal  worth,  immortal  vouth. 
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The  fateful  field  of  battle  lay 
Adjacent  to  the  farm  of  Hay, 
The  peasant  strong,  whom,  from  the  flood 
Of  Tay,  Gilwarden  had  rescu'd. 
And  who  so  much,  when  further  known. 
That  youthful  chief's  surprise  had  drawn. 
At  plough  upon  a  neighbouring  height 
Hay,  and  his  sons,  had  view'd  the  fight : 
For,  when  the  country  people  fled 
In  terror,  they  had  dauntless  staid. 
And  ply'd  their  ploughs,  in  proud  disdain 
Of  danger,  near  the  battle  plain. 
And  though  they  shunn'd  the  conflict's  jar. 
From  ignorance  of  arms  and  war ; 
They  had  resolv'd,  if  chance  ensu'd. 
To  aid  their  country's  cause  as  best  they  could. 

Hence,  often,  while  the  battle  rag'd. 
Their  souls  in  its  events  engag'd. 
They  'd  from  their  toil  abstracted  stand. 
And  mark,  and  praise  each  Scottish  band 
That  stood  the  bravest  to  the  fight : 
Or,  when  a  clan  would  rouse  their  might 
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And  pierce  the  columns  of  the  foe  ; 
W'lU-m'd  by  the  deed,  tlieir  liearts  would  i^low ; 
They  'd  wave  their  Ijoniuts  all,  and  raise 
A  shout  of  triumph  to  their  praise. 

Thus,  with  his  sons,  as  he  pursu'd 
His  labour,  Hay  the  fight  had  view'd  ; 
Had  seen  his  country's  bands  oppose 
In  war's  heroic  field  their  foes. 
As  he  had  heard,  with  rapture,  told 
Of  heroes  in  the  days  of  old. 
Thus  he  had  mus'd,  as  on  the  height 
He  plied  his  plough  ;  his  country's  might 
Confiding  in,  and  all  secure 
That  victory  to  her  arms  was  sure. 
But  who  his  portraiture  shall  draw — 
His  rage,  and  horror  —  when  he  saw 
Her  broken  army  now  pursued 
A  scattered  crowd,  to  where  he  stood  ? 
He  seem'd  as  starting  from  a  dream 
Of  horror !  blank,  and  mute,  their  team 
His  sons  resign'd  ;  and  all,  subdu'd 
By  wild  surprise,  the  fiight  a  moment  view'd. 


102  BATTLE  OF  LONCARTY.  Canto  Vlll. 

But  when,  from  the  astounding  shock 
Of  first  amazement.  Hay  awoke  ; 
And  saw  the  Scots  their  flight  pursu'd 
Towards  the  passes  of  the  wood  ; 
Mov'd  by  the  daring  of  a  soul 
That  spurns  example's  tame  control. 
Forming  in  mind  the  vast  essay 
There  to  attempt  the  troops  to  stay ; 
He  cried, —  Get,  each,  some  dreadful  tree 
Or  club,  my  sons !  and  follow  me. 
Then,  bounding  forward  as  he  spoke. 
He  loos'd  his  oxen,  seized  their  yoke  ; 
Rear'd  it  in  air,  and,  at  each  hand 
A  son  supplied  to  his  command. 
Into  the  pass  where  thickest  flew 
The  Scots,  himself  he  fiercely  threw ; 
And,  while  the  flying  troops  pour'd  on. 
In  reeling  heaps,  the  foe  to  shun. 
There  stood  the  men,  and,  shouting,  swung 
Amongst  the  wildly-rushing  throng. 
Their  dreadful  weapons  round  in  air. 
And  thus  the  sire  reproach'd  their  fear  : 
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Scots !   are  ye  Scots  !   fVoni  glory's  strife 
^^'ho  fly  to  save  a  dastard  life  ? 

Claim  ve  their  nation's  name  ? 
Are  ye  the  race  —  the  sons  of  tliey 
Who  fouglit  the  Danes  in  Gregory's  tlay  — 
That  now  your  country  thus  betray  ? 

Turn  !  brothers,  turn  !  for  shame  ! 
Return  with  us  against  the  Dane, 
To  conquer,  or  to  die  hke  men  ! 

Thus  Hay,  exhortingly,  address'd 
The  fugitives  w^ho  past  him  press'd. 
By  mildness  trusting  to  retrieve 
Their  courage,  and  their  fears  relieve. 
But  when  he  saw  no  w^ords  avail'd, 
When  counsel  and  reproaches  fail'd 
To  stay  their  rout ;  and  still  the  throng 
Pour'd  deaf  and  heedlessly  alouijf ; 
He,  rearing  his  tremendous  yoke. 
Amid  the  crowd  advancing  broke, 

And,  lifeless,  to  the  plains. 
While  sunk  the  nearest  'neath  his  stroke. 
He  cried  with  voice,  like  tlnuukr-shock, 

Turn,  traitors  !  we  arc  Danes  ! 


104  BATTLE  OF  LONCARTY.  Canto  VIII. 

To  every  Scot  who  'tempts  this  pass. 

Deserter  of  his  country's  cause 

In  this  its  hour  of  peril,  we 

Are  Danes !  and  dreadful  Danes  will  be ! 

This  said,  athwart  the  opening  stood 
The  men,  in  attitudes  which  would. 
Have  demons  in  their  course  deterr'd, 
And  all  who  now  approach'd  them  dar'd. 
When  struck  with  superstitious  fright 
At  so  unwont  and  strange  a  sight. 
The  timid,  trembling,  stood  aloof; 
While  others,  stung  by  Hay's  reproof. 
Others,  who  less  had  fled  from  fear 
Than  hurrying  of  the  crowd,  drew  near. 
And  join'd  the  men  the  troops  to  stay  : 
And  by  whose  art  in  war's  array. 
Their  ranks  along  the  woods  were  thrown 
Before  the  Danes  in  force  came  on. 

Now,  rallied,  stood  collecting  breath 
The  Scots,  while  up  the  slope  beneath. 
By  victory  flush'd,  and  scorning  fear. 
The  Danes  exultingly  drew  near. 
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M'lien  from  the  Scots  tlie  Hays  sprung  fortli. 
Full  prostrate  and  emhrac'd  the  earth,* 

And  with  devotion  cried  ; 
Land  of  our  sires  !  from  alien  shame 
We  go  to  wrest  thy  hallow'd  name. 
Or  in  the  glorious  conflict's  flame 

Die  !  as  our  fathers  died  ! 
Then  rising,  with  a  shout  to  cheer 
Them  on  ;  and,  as  if  aids  were  near. 
All  crying  out,  "  There's  help  at  hand  !"f 
And,  follow'd  by  the  Scottish  band, 
They  round  their  heads  their  weapons  threw, 
And  on  th'  astonish'd  Cimbrians  flew  ; 
As  lions,  when  by  hunger  gall'd. 
Seek  the  champaign,  and  pierce  the  fold, 

*  At  the  battle  of  Agincourt  some  of  the  English  troops 
are  said  to  have  thus  prostrated  themselves,  before  the  battle 
began,  and  taken  portions  of  the  earth  into  their  mouths,  as 
the  last  sacrament,  to  prepare  them  for  death.  Such  was  the 
enthusiasm  that  sometimes  attended  ancient  warfare. 

f  These  words  were  the  cry  which  led  this  onset. —  See 
history. 
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Beneath  their  grasp  their  victims  die. 

O'er  head  the  torn  fleeces  fly. 

And  all  is  outcry,  death,  and  fear. 

The  dreadful  visitation  near. 

So  fell  the  peasants  on  their  foes  : 

And  where  their  awful  weapons  rose. 

Swords  flew  like  reeds,  and  spears  like  straws. 

And  arts  of  war  were  vain  ; 
So  round  the  men  the  Cimbrians  die, 
Their  naked  scalps  dissevered  fly. 
And  consternation's  ghastly  cry 

Runs  frightful  through  the  plain. 

Thus  were  the  Danes  dispers'd,  and  cheer'd 
The  Scots,  where'er  the  men  appear'd. 
When  Huba,  who  his  army's  rear 
Urg'd  to  pursuit,  unknown  to  fear, 
As  confident  the  day  was  won. 
At  the  alarm  came  furious  on; 
And  doubting,  when  he  saw  the  jar. 
Whether  the  shapes  the  Scottish  war 
Who  led,  were  fiends  or  men  ; 
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He  rush'd,  aslonish'd,  'midst  his  liost 
To  view  tlieni,  and,  as  thus  he  cross'd 
The  peasant's  front,  his  splendid  guise 
Upon  him  drew  the  father's  eyes  ; 
^^'llo,  rearing  liis  tremendous  yoke 
Impetuous  as  the  h'ghtning's  stroke. 
Brought  witli  its  art-contemning  sliock 

The  warrior  to  tlie  plain  ; 
^^'hen,  strong  and  rapid  as  the  first, 
A  second  hlow's  resistless  thrust 

Stretch'd  him  amongst  the  slain. 

The  Danes,  who  had  the  Scots  withstood 
'Till  then,  though  broken,  unsubdued ; 
Now  by  their  leader's  fall  distress'd. 
And  by  the  foe  with  fury  press'd, 
Resicfn'd  throuo;h  all  their  band  the  fi^ht, 
In  dreadful  and  distracted  flight ; 
By  the  destroying  Scots  pursued, 
Till  covered  in  a  pathless  wood  : 
Whence,  by  the  night  at  length  conceal'd. 
The  few  who  'scap'd  the  carnag'd  field 
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Upon  their  rafts  re-cross'd  the  Tay, 
And  sped  to  iEnias'  shore  their  way. 
Where,  to  their  fleet,  with  mutual  wail. 
They  told  the  war's  eventful  tale ; 
The  deeds  of  vengeance  they  had  done  — 
The  battle  —  and,  when  it  was  won. 
That  giants,  risen  from  the  earth. 
Or  demons  from  the  deep  broke  forth. 
Had,  midst  its  pride,  in  victory's  hour, 
Destroy'd  the  hope  of  Cimbria's  power. 
And  so  their  fleet  the  story  bore 
Home  to  their  long-lamenting  shore. 

While  pass'd  th'  events  that  thus  the  lay 
Adventurous,  labours  to  portray. 
King  Kenneth,  lost  to  hope,  had  staid. 
As  when  at  first  his  army  fled, 
With  his  devoted  faithful  train, 
Resign'd  to  fate,  amid  the  plain. 
Whence,  as  illusion  vain,  he  view'd 
The  army  rallying  at  the  wood, 
Look'd,  as  if  in  a  dream,  upon 

The  fight,  when  there  it  seem'd  restor'd : 
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But  wluMi  he  saw  the  foe  o'erthrown, 

Upon  his  huniinf^  senses  pour'd 
Such  joy  as  (howiiiug  men  partake 
When  rescued  from  a  foundering  wreck ; 
So  liis  fix'd  eyes  high  heaven  explor'd. 
And  a  dehvering  God  ador'd. 

But  now,  the  fierce  pursuit  foreborne. 
The  war-worn  heroes  slow  return  ; 
And  Kenneth  through  the  carnag'd  plain 
Advanc'd  to  meet  the  victor  train. 
While,  with  his  sons,  the  patriot  Hay, 
Discoursing  o'er  the  fatal  fray. 

Return'd  towards  their  field  ; 
Glad  that  their  aid  had  check'd  the  foe 
Who  sought  their  country's  overthrow ; 
Nor  seeking,  nor  expecting  note 
For  their  achievements,  'yond  their  spot 
Of  birth  ;  or  praise  that  neighbouring  Scot 

In  social  hour  might  yield. 

Thus  they  retir'd  :  but  to  their  late 
Obscure  and  undistinguish'd  state. 
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By  destiny  it  was  decreed 

Thev  never  should  asjain  recede. 

For  now,  the  dangers  and  the  toils 

Of  battle  o'er  :  when  for  their  spoils 

The  troops  assembled  on  the  ground. 

And  drew  the  chiefs  their  sovereign  round  ; 

Amaz'd,  he  ask'd  what  wondrous  fate 

Had  sav'd  them,  and  the  sinking  state. 

Had  victory  out  of  ruin  won. 

And,  'mid  success,  the  foe  o'erthrown  ? 

When,  being  of  the  peasants'  told 

The  strange  achievements,  scarce  controll'd 

'Till  clos'd  the  tale,  he  cried  amain, 

We  see  before  us  no  such  men ! 

Stands,  then,  neglected  in  the  rear. 

Men  to  our  gratitude  so  dear  ? 

And  when,  through  all  the  warrior-train 

Search  for  the  heroes  prov'd  in  vain. 

The  generous  monarch  frowning  cried, — 

Let  heralds  seek  on  every  side 

Till  they  are  found,  for  we  from  here 

Remove  not  till  those  men  appear. 


CwTo   \lll.  i;  \  I'TI.r.   (JF   I.UNCAHTV.  Ill 

Tlic  luTiilds  strai_i;lit  tluir  charge  obey'il  : 
And  l)y  the  general  rumour  led 
Towards  the  iiclds  upon  the  iieight, 
Tiicy  quickly  traced  the  men  in  siglit  : 
The  father,  seated  on  his  plough. 
Yet  chafing  from  his  miglity  hrovv 
The  glorious  dews  its  furrows  crown'd  ; 
His  sons  before  him  on  the  gi'ound. 

The  heralds  reverendly  drew  near. 
And  said,  it  was  their  charge  to  bear 
Them  to  the  king.     When  Hay,  with  eye 
Serene,  look'd  up  and  question'd  —  Why? 
What  shall  we  guess,  quoth  he,  by  this  ? 
Have  we  done  any  thing  amiss  ?* 
We  fear  we  can  but  hardly  bring 
Our  tongues  to  phrase  meet  for  a  king  ; 
But  if  his  will  be  as  ye  say. 
We  will  not  —  shall  not  —  disobey. 

*  It  is  amongst  the  traditionary  stories  that  1  have  heard  of 
this  event,  that  Hay  did  really  ask  the  messengers  who  came  to 
bring  him  and  his  sons  to  the  king,  whether  they  had  done  any 
thing  amiss  ? 
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Then,  risen,  he  cried  amain. 
Come,  sons  !  let's  to  those  gentle  folk ; 
But,  "  take  care  of  the  clubs  and  yoke,"  * 

The  Danes  may  turn  again. 

Now,  by  the  heralds  led,  the  men 
Repair'd  towards  the  royal  train ; 
Now  through  the  chiefs  attending  pass'd. 
Who  stood  at  their  approach  aghast ; 
And,  arm'd  each  with  his  weapon  rude. 
Before  the  wondering  monarch  stood. 

The  king,  them,  mute,  a  moment  eyed ; 
Then,  rapt  in  generous  passion,  cried, — 
Brave  men !  the  deeds  which  you  have  done 
Has  in  our  heart  due  value  won  ; 
And  to  your  place  in  our  regard 
Your  country  shall  your  worth  reward. 
But  say,  what  secret  power  could  sway 
Men  such  as  you  to  such  essay  ? 

*  This,  also,  says  tradition,  was  one  of  Hay's  memorable 
orders  at  the  time. 
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Have  you  been  long  imir'd  to  fare 
In  war,  that  you  could  fearless  dare, 
Unarm'd,  to  rush  the  sword  beneath, 
And  brave  tlie  flying  shafts  of  death  ? 
Is  your  apparent  humble  state 
The  true  decipher  of  your  fate  ? 
Or  in  those  guises  shall  we  trace 
The  blood  of  some  illustrious  race. 
For  hidden  cause  who  veil  their  line, 
And  their  true  character  decline  ? 
Speak,  we  beseech  you,  freely  forth 
Your  names,  your  true  estate,  and  birth. 

The  rustic  father  reverend  eyed 
The  king,  and  mildly  thus  replied  : 
Liege  lord !  your  servants,  till  to-day. 
Have  never  seen  the  embattl'd  fray  : 
To  war  we  never  train'd  have  been. 
Nor  practis'd  to  the  spear  or  skeyn  : 
But  we  our  country  duly  lov'd ; 
And,  in  its  evil  hour,  were  mov'd 
To  help,  as  chance  and  nature  gave 
Us  means,  it  from  the  foe  to  save ; 

VOL.  II.  I 
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And,  doing  so,  right  well  we  trow 
We  did  no  more  than  was  our  due.* 
Your  majesty,  in  pleasure,  saith 
Had  we  not  fear  of  bodily  skeath  ? 
Woeworth  the  arm  that  fear  withdraws. 
When  call'd  to  back  a  worthy  cause ; 
And  ne'er,  I  trust,  that  rot  shall  pine 
Or  blanch  the  blood  of  me,  or  mine. 
Our  lot  is  as  the  king  may  see  ; 
Humble  our  portion  and  degree. 
In  yonder  fields,  and  others  near. 
To  tend  the  labours  of  the  year. 
Past  mind  has  been  our  race's  lot ; 
And  there,  between  our  toils  and  cot, 

*  In  the  first  legendary  account  I  heard  of  this  story,  which 
was  when  I  was  very  young,  great  humour  and  drollery  is 
ascribed  to  Hay,  in  his  answers  to  the  wonder  that  was  made 
of  his  exploits  in  the  battle  (from  which,  it  would  appear, 
he  himself  held  them  very  lightly)  :  but  as  the  chief  joke  he 
was  said  to  make  on  the  subject  refers  to  the  difficulties  of  his 
domestic  rule  at  home,  and  some  married  ladies  might  think 
he  was  unnecessarily  sarcastic  on  their  order,  I  have  abstained 
from  giving  the  same. 
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Wc  pass  in  peace  our  luinil)l('  day. 
Content  with  late  —  our  name  is  Hay. 

Applauses  rose  on  every  side ; 
The  king,  with  looks  henign,  replied, — 
Worthy  to  fare  with  kings,  and  stand 
Amongst  the  nobles  of  the  land  ; 
Scotland,  from  this  immortal  day, 

Down  to  remotest  years. 
Shall  rank  your  name, —  the  name  of  Hay, 

Amongst  her  proudest  peers. 
Then,  calling  his  attendant  train, 
The  patriot  monarch  cried  amain  — 
Bring  costly  robes  and  garments  meet. 
And  clothe  the  heroes  to  their  state ; 
Let  victory's  trophies  glad  the  air  ; 
The  splendid  cavalcade  prepare  ; 
And  let  the  immortal  patriots  lead 
Our  train,  as  we  to  Berth  *  proceed. 
That  all  may  see  them,  all  may  know 
To  whom  we  this  so  great  deliverance  owe. 

*  The  name  of  the  town  of  Perth  was  written    Berth,  or 
Bertha,  about  this  time. 
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Now  robes  with  costly  'broidery  wrought 
Were  to  the  heroes  quickly  brought ; 
But  they,  in  modesty  refin'd. 
The  gay  accomplishments  declin'd  : 
And,  when  to  their  acceptance  press'd. 
Thus  Hay  again  the  king  address'd  : 
Liege  lord,  let  not  my  words  offend ; 
If  'tis  your  pleasure  to  commend 
That  we  to  Berth  your  train  attend. 

We  duteously  obey : 
But  hardly  know  we  how  to  wear 
Such  gauds  as  those ;  or  to  appear 
And  proudly  tempt  the  public  jeer 

In  such  unwont  array. 
Of  homely  garb,  our  race  and  name 
Have  never  known  reproach  or  blame ; 
And  if  our  wearings  are  to  sight 
Less  seemly  for  the  dusty  fight. 
That  evil  we  can  thus*  remove. 
And  serve  the  king  with  honest  love. 

*  "  When  Hay  was  brought  to  the  king,  having  rich  and 
splendid  garments  offered  to  hitn  and  his  sons,  that  they  might 
be  the   more  distinguished    on    their   entrance  into    Perth,  he 
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The  king,  of  gravity  bi-guil'd, 
At  Hay's  ingenuous  scruples  sniil'd  : 
But  warni'd  l)y  his  intrinsic  worth, 
Thus  answer'd  him  in  friendly  niirtli. 
Well,  tliane,  a  truce  to  sorrow  ; 
Thus  far  we  haste  to  honour  Hay, 
He  shall  control  the  king  to-day ; 
To  yield  in  turn  to-morrow. 

But  now  the  king,  before  whose  mind 
Still  all  his  duties  lay  defin'd, 
RoU'd  round  his  chiefs  his  searching  eyes. 
And  spoke  them  thus,  wath  frequent  sighs. 
Brave  warriors  ;  scarce  our  numbers  teem 
As  did  they  in  the  morning's  beam ; 
For  many  a  noble  head  is  laid 
Since  then,  alas !  in  solemn  bed. 
But  painful  duties  we  defer. 
The  living  now  must  be  our  care. 

refused  them  :  only  he  wiped  away  the  dust  off  his  coat,  which 
he  wore  every  day,  and  carrying  the  yoke  which  he  used  in 
the  fight,  so  he  entered  the  city." — Buchanan's  History. 
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And  for  your  valiant  acts  to-day 
First,  grateful  thanks,  O  chiefs,  we  pay : 
All  have  not  equal  glory  met. 
But  all  have  been  in  duty  great ; 
And  each,  unfailingly,  shall  prove. 
In  his  degree,  our  grace  and  love. 
And  let  each  chief,  who  in  the  fight 
Has  mark'd  around  him  men  of  might. 
Cause  such,  without  delay,  be  sought. 
And  duly  to  our  presence  brought ; 
For  in  such  men  our  vigour  lies. 
And  we  must  keep  them  in  our  eyes. 
Many  of  us  remark  have  gain'd. 
And  we  to  all  will  well  attend. 
But  in  my  special  notice  fell 
A  warrior  arm'd  in  sable  mail ; 
A  man  of  passing  skill  and  might 
Who  seem'd  at  large  to  roam  the  fight, 
Detach'd  from  every  warlike  band. 
And  neither  gave,  nor  own'd  command ; 
Saw  any  that  mysterious  man  ? 
Or  was  he  known  to  any  clan  ? 
When  many  said  he  drew  their  eyes  ; 
But  who  he  was  none  could  surmise. 
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To  which  the  king.     A  debt  of  weight 
To  liiin  we  owe ;  and  he  must  straight 
Be  found  :  but  will,  we  fear,  in  vain 
Be  sought,  unless  amongst  the  slain  ; 
For  he  appear'd  some  fated  man, 
Given  to  the  law's  remed'less  ban. 
Who,  in  despair,  had  sought  the  strife 
To  cast  awav  a  forfeit  life. 
His  gauntlet,  of  our  train  in  care. 
To  trace  him  by,  let  heralds  bear 
Through  all  the  field,  and  in  our  name 
His  form  and  harnessing  proclaim. 
Offering,  to  any  will  afford 
Knowledge  of  him,  a  high  reward. 
Meanwhile,  till  we  shall  ascertain 
Whether  he  numbers  with  the  slain, 
We  tarry  here.     The  heralds  sped 
Their  way,  and  thus  the  monarch  further  said. 

Yes,  chiefs ;  perchance  you  are  not  told, 
And  scarce  your  faith  the  tale  may  hold. 
That  Angus,  from  whose  crimes  arose 
So  many  of  our  country's  woes. 
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To  heap  his  guilt's  o'erwhehning  weight 

With  fratricide,  and  wreak  his  spite. 

Now  fought  against  us  'mongst  the  Danes ; 

Nay !  drew,  he  said,  upon  the  land  their  trains  : 

For  in  the  battle's  heat,  disguis'd 

A  Dane,  the  traitor  me  surpris'd ; 

And  I  had  fallen,  by  him  overpower'd. 

But  for  that  sable  warrior's  sword  ; 

Then  wonder  not  that  I  await 

With  anxious  mind  to  know  his  fate. 

Amazement  'mongst  the  chieftains  spread  : 
The  rage  of  some  was  scarcely  staid 
From  Angus  corse ;  by  some  to  heaven 
Thanks  for  the  king's  escape  was  given  ; 
And  some  deplored  their  fated  times 
And  country  blotted  by  such  crimes. 
But  while  they  talk'd,  the  herald  train 
Charg'd  by  the  king  to  search  the  plain, 
Return'd,  nor  had  on  all  the  ground. 
Nor  'mongst  the  troops,  the  stranger  found. 
But  they  had  with  them  peasants  brought 
Who  said,  that  to  a  wood  remote. 
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One  from  the  field  was  seen  to  speed 
Whose  harness  with  the  i^love  agreed  ; 
And  that,  when  first  their  view  he  met. 
As  on  a  neiglibouring  lieiglit  they  sat. 
They  deem'd  he  was  some  flying  Dane ; 
But  now  tliey  guess'd  him  Metliven's  thane, 
Who,  since  his  greatness  from  him  fled. 
Had  in  the  woods  with  lonely  culdees  stay'd. 

Scarce  on  King  Kenneth's  hearing  fell 
The  words  which  clos'd  the  peasants'  tale. 
When  rapt,  he  cried,  'Twas  INIethven  !  none 
But  he  so  greatly  could  have  done. 
Thus  virtue's  beams  shoot  forth  their  light 
E'en  in  misfortune's  darkest  night ; 
I  in  the  battle  down  was  borne. 
That  he  might  rescue  me  in  scorn. 
For  having,  'mid  his  age  and  woes. 
Torn  all  his  honours  from  his  brows. 
Alas !  how  small,  though  on  a  throne. 
Seem  I  to-day  to  such  a  man  .' 
But  if,  too  often,  sovereigns  must 
Be  stern,  they  also  may  be  just. 
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Go,  heralds,  through  the  land  proclaim 
And  publish  in  our  royal  name, 
Rodardus,  Methven's  lineal  lord. 
To  all  his  lands  and  rights  restor'd  ; 
Not  as  a  boon  from  us,  but  on 
His  right,  in  battle  nobly  won  ; 
By  having  sav'd,  when  mid  the  strife 
In  peril  fallen,  the  sovereign's  life  ! 

The  heralds  pass'd.     The  king  spoke  on  : 
Nor  has  great  Methven's  noble  son 
The  least  to  day,  for  valour  high 
And  gallant  daring,  drawn  our  eye. 
Let  him  approach.     When  from  the  rear 
Gilwarden  duteously  drew  near. 
And  thus  the  king.     Your  brave  essays 
To-day,  my  lord,  demand  our  praise  ; 
And  when  our  broken  bands  by  flight 
Left  us  at  last  in  dangerous  plight. 
You  faithfully,  we  saw,  remain'd 
One  of  the  few  who  us  sustain'd ; 
Be  near  us  still !     Who  stood  our  stay 
That  hour,  we  shall  not  shun  in  brighter  day. 
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Fail  not  to-morrow  to  resort 
To  Bertha,  and  attend  our  court. 
Meanwhile,  'tis  our  express  desire 
That  you  will  trace  your  noi)le  sire ; 
And  charge  him,  at  the  morning  light 
In  Berth,  as  he  fought  the  fight, 
T'  attend  the  king  ;  who  shall  not  doff 
His  arms,  or  put  his  harness  off. 
Till,  with  his  chiefs  and  warriors,  there 
He  shall  to  holy  church  repair ; 
And  for  the  land's  deliverance  raise 
To  Heaven  the  song  of  grateful  praise  ! 

With  joy  such  grace  might  well  inspire 
Gilwarden  pass'd  to  seek  his  sire. 
The  warriors  were  again  array'd ; 
Their  banners  and  their  trophies  spread  ; 
And  mid  the  general  joy  and  mirth, 
In  solemn  triumph  towards  Berth, 
Now  slowly  mov'd  the  victor  bands. 
Thus  marshall'd  by  the  king's  commands. 

The  heralds,  brightly  panoplied, 
^\'ith  trumpets  the  procession  led; 
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Next  in  the  evening  breezes  glide 
The  torn  ensigns  of  Cimbria's  pride ; 
O'er  Scandian  streamers,  thistles  stray. 
And  o'er  the  reafons,  lions  play. 
Next,  press'd  by  the  astonish'd  gaze 
Of  thousands,  pass'd  the  immortal  Hays  ; 
Great  in  their  native  rustic  might. 
And  arm'd  as  they  had  fought  the  fight ; 
A  spectacle  so  strangely  new. 
That  it  the  chief  attention  drew.* 

Bright  in  his  battle-mail,  between 
His  chiefs,  was  next  the  monarch  seen ; 
Cheer'd  as  he  pass'd,  and  proud  to  prove 
The  humblest  of  his  people's  love. 
Next  mov'd  the  heroes  of  the  war. 
Pale,  and  defac'd  by  many  a  scar  ; 


*  The  king  commanded  a  great  train  to  follow  him  (Hay), 
at  a  distance,  as  well  as  some  to  go  before  him  ;  and  such  a 
confluence  of  people  there  was  at  this  new  spectacle,  that  he 
alone  took  up  almost  the  whole  solemnity  of  the  day." — 
Buchanans  History. 
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While  broken  weapons,  helm,  or  shield. 
Of  each  the  glorious  toil  reveal'd  ; 
And  all  by  various  titles  prove 
Their  claims  upon  their  countr}''s  love. 
Next,  drawn  by  oxen,  pass'd  the  plain 
The  battle's  spoils  in  many  a  wain. 
Which  with  their  ponderous  loads,  dispos'd 
In  columns,  the  procession  clos'd. 
And  thus  to  Bertha,  mid  a  vast 
Applauding  crowd,  the  heroes  past. 

Now  in  the  town,  where  late  the  ear 
Met  only  wailings,  plaints,  and  fear ; 
The  people's  loud  and  rapturous  joys. 
To  heaven  in  acclamations  rise  ; 
They  bound,  they  leap,  the  troops  before, 
And  on  them  praise  and  blessing  pour  ; 
They  spread  to  them  their  household  fare. 
And  close  and  swathe  their  wounds  with  care  ; 
Till  by  excess  of  toil  oppress'd. 
The  wearied  warriors  sink  to  rest. 
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And,  having  with  his  chiefs  conferr'd. 
And  his  devotions  due  preferr'd. 
The  virtuous  king  retir'd  to  close 
Th'  eventful  day  in  brief  repose. 


END  OF  CANTO   VIII. 
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Thus,  for  its  crimes.  Heaven  scourg'd  the  land ; 
And  thus  was  stay'd  its  chastening  hand ; 
The  kingdom,  tried  by  many  woes, 
Seem'd  now  Hke  ore  refin'd  from  dross ; 
Pass'd  through  affliction's  useful  school. 
Men  bent  submissively  to  rule ; 
And  pleasing,  thence,  is  the  essay 
That  waits  on  the  resuming  lay. 

The  valiant  and  mysterious  knight 
Who  sav'd  King  Kenneth  in  the  fight. 
And  who  to  know  so  much  he  sought, 
Had  rightly  been  great  Methven  thought. 
For  now,  a  lonely  culdee's  guest. 
In  a  remote  and  dreary  waste, 
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Thrown  cheerless  on  the  chilling  ground. 
His  noble  sire  Gilwarden  found. 
Not  for  his  own  misfortunes  rose. 
But  for  his  daughter's,  Methven's  woes  ; 
For  such  had,  since  the  fatal  night 
At  Methven,  been  their  mutual  plight ; 
So  rapidly  came  on  the  foe. 
Dispensing  terror,  flight,  and  wo ; 
That  yet  no  time  had  been  to  trace 
The  lady's  all-lamented  case  ; 
But  all  concluded  that  she  lay 
In  some  concealment,  misery's  prey. 

His  mighty  sire,  reduc'd  so  low 
As  this,  when  Lord  Gilwarden  saw ; 
At  memory  that  his  house's  woes 
All  from  his  fatal  error  rose. 
He  at  a  distance  stood  in  dread. 
But  Methven's  anger  long  had  fled  ; 
And,  rais'd  upon  his  iron  side. 
Come  near  me,  erring  boy,  he  cried ; 
I  am  not  sunk  in  grief  so  low. 
As  not  to  joy  to  see  you  so 
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Cap'rison'd  on  tlic  battle's  clay  : 
It  suits  thy  birth  and  blood  !  away, 
And  serve  the  king!  and  serve  him,  too. 
With  loyalty  and  fealty  true. 
But  after  you  are  spent  by  cares. 
And  wounds,  and  cloth'd  in  hoary  hairs, 
Fume  not,  if,  when  your  frame  is  wreck'd. 
Your  meed  be  scorn  and  cold  neglect ; 
Man's  fate  it  is!  and  think  not,  being  brave 
And  good  thee  from  the  common  doom  will 
save. 

Grief  heav'd  Gilwarden's  generous  breast ; 
He  knelt,  his  noble  sire  embrac'd  ; 
And  cried.  Oh !  let  not  thoughts  severe. 
My  sire  belov'd,  your  nature  sear : 
No  wrongs  hke  those  you  have  to  pine  ; 
The  king  is  generous  and  benign  ; 
Twice  in  the  field  he  me  has  grac'd 
With  honours ;  he  has  also  trac'd 
That  it  was  you  his  life  who  sav'd. 
When  by  the  traitor  Angus  brav'd ; 

VOL.  II.  K 
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And  heralds  are,  by  his  command. 
Gone  to  proclaim  through  all  the  land 
Your  titles  and  estates  restor'd ; 
And  that,  in  terms  that  will  afford 
You  honours  new.     But  now,  prepare 
With  me  to  Bertha  to  repair ; 
For  you  are,  on  your  fealty,  straight 
Commanded  on  the  king  to  wait. 
And  him  to  holy  church  attend 
In  duty  for  the  victory  gain'd  ; 
And  that  devout  and  solemn  rite 
Will  open  with  the  morning  light 
By  all  the  army,  harness'd,  shield 
And  weapons,  as  they  fought  the  field. 

Great  Methven  rous'd,  and  seem'd  to  cheer ; 
His  eye  was  brighten'd  by  a  tear ; 
And  thus  he  answer'd :    Has  on  me 
The  king  again  conferr'd  degree 
And  honour  lost  ?     I  deeply  mourn 
That  I  can  make  him  no  return. 
My  fealty  I  cannot  renew. 
For  that  from  him  I  ne'er  withdrew ; 
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And  little  can  a  spent  old  man 
Add  to  iiis  iei«^n's  illustrious  dawn. 
I'll,  at  his  call,  to  court  rej)air ; 
But  all  my  powers,  for  public  care, 
And  public  councils,  now  are  pass'd. 
They  all  were  in  my  daughter  lost. 
Of  her,  my  life's  chief  light,  bereft, 
All,  all  is  darkness  that  is  left ! 

O  sire  belov'd  !  Gilwarden  cried. 
Let  your  desponding  grief  subside. 
Till  we  the  king's  commands  obey 
And  duteous  thanks  to  Heaven  essay. 
When,  if  my  sister  holds  a  place 
On  earth,  I  her  retreat  will  trace  ; 
And  still  a  hope  lives  in  my  mind 
We  her  in  safety  yet  shall  find. 
Vain  thought !   the  chieftain  mournful  cried. 
All  hope  is  past !  she  is  destroy'd  ! 
But  let  us  to  the  court,  and  join 
The  king  in  his  devout  design. 
Which  said,  to  Berth  they  took  their  way : 
And  fleecy  clouds  in  heaven  announc'd  the  dav. 


132  BATTLE  OF  LONCARTY.       Canto  IX. 

Sweet  on  the  eye  the  morning  fell. 
And  on  the  ear  the  abbey-bell ; 
Whose  tones  appear'd  from  heaven  to  fall. 
For  earthly  gratitude  to  call. 
But  not  for  morning's  ling'ring  rays 
Had  halted  there  the  hymn  of  praise. 
All  night  from  Bertha's  sacred  fanes. 

Were  hallelujahs  heard  to  flow, 
Rais'd  by  the  holy  vestal  trains. 

For  safety  from  the  heathen  foe. 
And  none  of  all  were  there  immur'd. 
Who  had  for  heaven  the  world  abjur'd. 
More  gratitude  devout  express'd. 
Than  rose  from  beauteous  Inva's  breast. 

Now  to  religion  all  consign'd. 
Her  loss  of  earthly  pomp  she  pin'd 
No  more ;  nor  felt  for  aught  regret. 
Except  her  noble  father's  fate. 
For  him  alone  she  suffer'd  pain. 
And  now,  when  all  the  vestal  train 
Assembled,  with  the  fathers  near. 
In  public  ritual  to  appear  ; 
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And  with  tlie  court  and  army  raise 
To  Heaven  the  kingdom's  general  praise  : 
The  only  thought  that  gave  her  care 
Was  how  she  duly  might  prepare 
The  solemn  public  mass  to  join 
Acceptably  to  grace  divine. 

Meanwhile  the  king,  in  arms  who  lay. 
Rose  at  the  earliest  sign  of  day. 
The  grooms  their  various  service  lend, 
The  chiefs  and  seneschals  attend ; 
And  Kenneth  soon  of  those  around 
Inquir'd  if  Methven  had  been  found. 
When,  as  he  spoke,  by  Lothian  led. 
Still  in  his  sable  armour  clad. 
His  hoary  head  in  reverence  bare, 
A^'ith  looks  of  grief,  distress,  and  care. 
The  chieftain,  deeply  moving  all. 
Slow  entered  to  the  presence-hall, 
And  feebly,  but  with  homage  meet. 
Knelt,  silent,  at  the  monarch's  feet. 

The  thane's  misfortunes,  and  his  worth. 
Drew  all  the  nobles'  pity  forth. 
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The  king  arose,  in  transport  strong. 

And  o'er  the  bending  hero  hung ; 

And  seem'd  a  moment  to  forget 

His  sovereign  rank,  and  kingly  state. 

But,  ruhng  straight  his  feehng's  tide. 

With  royal  dignity  he  cried : 

Rise,  our  deliverer  !  welcome,  thane  ! 

The  morning  of  our  rule  has  been 

A  stormy  and  a  troubled  tide. 

Whose  wayward  gusts  has  scattered  wide 

Minds  form'd  to  meet ;  its  rising  day 

Will  yield,  we  trust,  a  milder  ray. 

Strange  things  have  from  the  times  had  rise. 

And  much  to  talk  between  us  lies ; 

But  duty  now  presents  a  claim 

For  homage  to  the  power  supreme. 

Which  humbly  we  proceed  to  pay. 

When  festive  mirth  shall  close  the  day ; 

And  we,  at  leisure,  of  our  care. 

Or  past,  or  present,  will  confer. 

As  ceas'd  the  monarch,  louder  fell 
^  Upon  the  ear  the  abbey-bell : 
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The  troops  advanc'd  in  solemn  files 
Along  the  lofty  nave  and  aisles  ; 
The  palace  gates  that  thither  led 
Wide  for  the  king  and  court  were  spread ; 
Around,  in  hab'Iinients  of  state 
Attir'd,  the  royal  vergers  wait. 
When,  follow'd  by  the  noble  fair. 
Who  joyous,  and  devoutly,  there 

Had  join'd  their  lords  belov'd  ; 
The  king  and  chiefs,  with  air  serene, 
Arm'd  all  as  in  the  fight  they'd  been. 

Towards  the  altar  mov'd. 

Now  issued  from  their  holy  fane 
Religion's  consecrated  train ; 
The  hooded  priests  in  lines  before. 
The  cross's  holy  symbols  bore  ; 
And  in  alternate  voices  raise. 
Or  in  full  chorus,  hymns  of  praise. 
Next,  veil'd  impervious  to  the  sight, 
Eclips'd  by  a  perpetual  night 
From  earthly  things,  slow  in  their  rear. 
The  nuns  in  solemn  train  appear. 
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With  whom,  and  by  the  abbess  led. 
And,  also,  by  a  veil  o'erspread. 
Fair  Inva  was  advancing  seen ; 

To  her  devotions  deeply  given. 
And  hke,  in  all  her  air  and  mien, 

Some  'parted  spirit  led  to  heaven. 

The  altar  now  the  priests  inclose. 
And  loud  this  general  hymn  arose. 
In  all  the  tones  that  can  refine 
The  human  voice  to  melody  divine. 

Glory  !   glory  !  glory !   bring 
Ye  to  the  Lord,  our  strength  and  king  !* 
His  arm  has  triumph'd  gloriously. 
And  from  the  heathen  set  us  free. 
In  vain  the  warrior's  sword  is  drawn. 

His  valour,  and  his  might,  is  vain  ; 


*  I  trust  I  shall  not  be  considered  presumptuous  in  using 
Scripture  language  on  this  occasion  of  a  great  national 
thanksgiving. 
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In  vain  he  puts  his  armour  on, 
Unless  the  Lord  of  Hosts  sustain. 

Glory  !  glory  !  glory  !    bring 

Ye  to  the  Lord,  our  strength  and  king ! 

His  arm  has  triiniipli'd  gloriously, 

And  from  the  lieathen  set  us  free. 

His  wrath  has  down  their  glory  cast. 

His  arm  their  greatness  has  o'erthrown  ; 

Like  stubble  which  the  fire  has  pass'd. 

Before  his  breath  their  strength  has  flown. 

Glory  !  glory  !  glory  !    bring 

Ye  to  the  Lord,  our  strength  and  king. 

His  arm  has  triumph'd  gloriously. 

And  from  the  heathen  set  us  free ! 

Thus  long  to  Heaven,  with  rapture  strong, 
A  thousand  streams  of  praise  were  sung : 
^^'hile  mid  the  rolling  anthem's  fire. 

Still,  as  from  answering  angels,  rise 
O'er  all  the  loud  and  general  quire. 

At  intervals,  in  female  voice, 
"  The  Lord  has  triumph'd  gloriously, 
And  from  the  heathen  set  us  fiee ! " 
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The  final  rituals  now  were  said. 
And  rich  oblations  duly  made  ; 
And  all  the  vast  and  solemn  choir 
Prepar'd  in  silence  to  retire. 
When  Lord  Gilwarden,  hasting  through 
Th'  assembly,  near  the  abbess  drew  : 
The  homage  due  her  order  paid. 
And  faltering  with  emotion,  said  — 
May  I,  good  lady  abbess,  know 
Who  is  the  maid  to  whom  such  grace  you 
show  ? 

As  victims  doom'd,  acquittal  hear. 
So  struck  his  voice  his  sister's  ear : 
When  wildly  back  her  veil  she  threw. 
And  cried.  That  voice  methought  I  knew. 
As  instant,  sacred  though  the  place, 
Gilwarden  rush'd  to  her  embrace ; 
And  on  them  all  the  court,  amaz'd. 
Both  chiefs  and  ladies,  silent  gaz'd. 

But  when  the  first  excess  of  joy 
Was  past,  and  beauteous  Inva's  eye. 
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Tearful,  liad  view'd  tlie  court  aside  ; 
^^  hero  is  my  sire  ?  she  wildly  cried  : 
\\  lien  Lord  (iilwardcn,  to  restrain 
Returning  grief,  exclaini'd  amain, 
IJc'liold  !  he  near  our  sovereign  stands, 
Restor'd  to  honour,  rank,  and  land-s  ! 
And,  having  thus  recovered  thee 
Again,  from  all  his  sorrows  free. 

Wild  transport  flash'd  in  Inva's  face. 
She  rush'd  into  her  sire's  embrace ; 
And  he  to  Heaven  his  thanks  devout 

Preferring,  her  sustain'd ; 
But  while  he  held  her,  wrung  with  doubt. 

Tears  down  his  bosom  rain'd  : 
He  saw  her  in  the  convent's  care, — 
The  plight  of  many  a  hapless  fair. 
Who,  to  her  pristine  honour  lost. 
Is  on  religion's  pity  cast : 
And  that  she  such  might  be,  his  fear 
Surpass'd  his  fortitude  to  bear. 
But  while  he  weeping  o'er  her  hung. 
Deep  moving  all  the  courtly  throng. 
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The  abbess,  with  his  doubts  impress'd. 
Him  thus,  with  reverend  air,  address'd. 

Would  Methven  know,  how  in  my  care 
His  noble  daughter  came  to  fare  ? 
The  tale  is  brief.     She,  from  the  rude 
Marauders  in  the  castle-wood 
Was  rescu'd  by  a  generous  knight. 
Whose  passing  skill  in  arms,  and  might. 
Here,  then,  was  much  the  public  theme ; 
Sir  Edric  of  the  Spur,  his  name  : 
And  her,  from  her  deliverer  kind. 
To  me  a  holy  priest  consign'd : 
Since  when,  she  all  has  been  to  Heaven, 
And  sorrow  for  her  house's  sufferings,  given. 

Is 't  so  ?  good  abbess  !  Methven  cried  ; 
Did  Heaven,  in  mercy,  deign  to  guide. 
In  that  dread  hour,  a  generous  arm 
To  save  my  sinking  child  from  harm  ? 
For  this,  if  years  be  to  me  given, 
I'll  build  a  fane  shall  raise  to  Heaven 
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Perpetual  incense,  on  the  place 
^^  here  interpos'd  for  me  its  grace. 
Rich  gifts,  good  abl)ess,  for  your  care, 
T  on  your  house  shall  straight  confer ; 
But  he  my  daughter's  ruin  staid. 
By  Heaven  alone  can  be  repaid  ! 
Exclaim'd  the  chief,  with  joy  oppress'd. 
And  clasp'd  his  daughter  to  his  breast. 

While  pass'd  this  fond  impressive  scene. 
All  near  had  in  deep  silence  been. 
But  now  the  ladies  eager  press 
Round  Inva  ;  and  while  her  distress. 
And  Heaven-directed  rescue,  drew 
All  tongues,  from  tears  abstaiu'd  but  few. 
And  some,  at  Methven's  mimic  fight 
Who  saw  the  gallant  stranger  knight 
To  memory  by  the  abbess  call'd. 
Again  his  merits  high  extoU'd  : 
Yet  wonder'd  one  so  much  had  done 
For  Methven's  house,  its  thanks  should  shun. 
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But  secretly  in  Inva's  mind. 
For  this  was  weighty  cause  assign'd : 
She  knew  she  had  his  suit  denied. 
And  rous'd  his  noble  nature's  pride  ; 
And  thence  contemplated,  with  pain. 
That  him  she  ne'er  might  see  again. 

Thus  upon  troubles  happily  past. 
Was  memory  back  a  moment  cast. 
But  now  the  king,  who,  silent,  had 
To  all  attended,  gaily  said, — 
Brave  Methven,  from  so  sad  a  plight 

To  see  your  daughter  safe  restor'd. 
Does,  justly,  an  extreme  delight 

To  every  generous  mind  afford. 
And  we  abundantly  have  shar'd 
The  joy  it  has  on  all  conferr'd. 
But  chiefs,  and  noble  ladies  all. 
Now  pass  we  to  the  banquet-hall. 
Whither  we  all  this  presence  fair 
Bid  our  best  welcome  to  repair. 
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And  now  let  forms  a  time  recede. 
Pass,  nobles,  on  :  for  nic,  I'll  plead 
The  lady  Inva's  hand  to  bear. 
Hosts  make  the  stranger  chief  their  care. 
Which  said  the  court,  in  converse  gay, 
All  to  the  palace  took  again  their  way. 


END  OF  CANTO  IX. 
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CANTO    X. 

Through  all  the  hiijjh  and  solemn  scene 

That  to  portray  essay'd  has  been. 

The  Saxon  plaid,  which,  at  the  raid. 

O'er  Inva  he  who  sav'd  her  spread. 

And  she  had  vow'd  to  ever  wear 

Her  proudest  robe,  had  grac'd  the  fair. 

The  mantle's  rare  device  and  dies 

Had  drawn  remark  of  many  eyes ; 

Oft  e'en  the  king  himself  had  been 

As  if  its  beauty  marking  seen. 

And  now,  as  he  the  blushing  maid 

Towards  the  palace  gaily  led, 

With  frequent  glance  he  seem'd  anew 

As  it  admiringly  to  view. 

At  length,  when  in  the  hall,  a  guest 

Preferr'd,  the  beauteous  maid  was  plac'd, 
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Thus,  mild,  he  spoke.     Fair  one,  I  shame 
A  freak  that  I've  conceiv'd  to  name. 
But  in  your  plaid  there  seems  to  lie 
Some  witch'ry  that  has  charm'd  my  eye  ; 
I  much  should  love  the  robe  to  wear 
If  you  the  boon  might  kindly  spare. 

The  monarch's  suit,  set  gaily  forth, 
Fill'd  all  the  thronging  court  with  mirth  : 
The  proudest  ladies  there  had  vied 
Their  richest  plaid  to  have  supplied 
To  such  a  suit :  but  Inva's  face 
Confusion  instant  seem'd  to  trace, 
A  moment  mute,  with  head  declin'd. 
She  sat,  and  search'd  her  thoughts  to  find 
Meet  answer  to  request  so  high. 
At  length  she,  thus,  made  grave  reply : 

The  honour  high  the  king  has  shewn 
Me,  by  such  note,  I  duteous  own  : 
My  robe,  alas !  is  now  decay'd. 
Its  pile  and  hues  are  worn  and  fled ; 
But  if  the  king  esteems  it  fair. 
And  on  such  robe  has  set  his  care. 
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I'll  oidei-  horsemen  strai^lit  to  hie 
To  England,  and  the  richest  huy 
That  the  most  cunning  workman  there 
Can  with  his  utmost  skill  prepare, 
And  lay  the  same,  with  duty  meet ; 
Before  mv  honour'd  sovereign's  feet. 

She  said :    and  all  with  wonder  heard. 
When  thus  the  king,  with  mild  regard  : 
Shame  on  the  fancy  !   noble  maid  ; 
But  save  that  very  —  very  plaid, 
No  garment  wrought  in  England's  swav 
Would  my  most  strange  conceit  allay. 
And  if  it  be  decay'd,  and  old, 
I  care  not ;    or  for  pride,  or  cold  ! 
To  others  all  I'd  it  prefer. 
If  you  the  favour  might  confer. 

To  which,  with  agitated  mind. 
But  feigning  ease,  she,  meek,  rejoin'd. — 
Alas  !  the  king  is  pleas'd  to  sport ; 
He  deems  the  robe  suits  not  his  court : 
And  I,  indeed,  am  indiscreet. 
His  presence  in  an  alien  garb  to  meet. 
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But  'tis  a  thing  I  idly  wear ; 

Attendants  straight  it  hence  shall  bear  — 

When  cried  the  king, —  No  !  beauteous  maid. 

My  heart,  indeed,  is  in  the  plaid. 

But  from  mv  suit  I  now  refrain, 

And  pardon  crave  for  giving  pain. 

Surprise  through  all  the  courtiers  spread. 
Fair  Inva's  sire  and  brother  pray'd 
Her  to  the  king's  request  to  yield. 
When  low,  with  tearful  eyes,  she  kneel'd. 
And,  suppliant,  to  the  monarch  said, — 
Forgive,  O,  sire  !  a  simple  maid  : 
The  robe,  which  I  withhold  with  pain, 
A  vow  has  bound  me  to  retain. 
Ne'er  from  it,  through  life,  to  part ; 
It  is  his  gift  who  holds  my  plighted  heart. 

The  monarch,  rising,  kindly  seiz'd 
Her  hand  ;  and  cried,  whilst  her  he  rais'd, — 
Forgive  my  boldness,  gentle  fair. 

That  such  a  suit  I  've  press'd ; 
But  be  reliev'd  from  farther  care  — 

I  blush  at  my  request. 
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Indeed,  'tis  strange,  upon  a  day 
Wlien  bounty  I  should  chief  disphiy. 
That  tluis  amidst  my  nobles  all, 
To  sue  for  favours  I  should  fall. 
But  for  the  fault  I  stand  reprov'd  ; 
And,  to  redeem  myself,  am  mov'd 
Even  now  to  vouch  my  bounty  free  : 
And  first,  fair  lady,  I'll  begin  with  thee. 

He  said  ;  his  leftward  paldron  threw 
Aside,  and  off  his  gauntlet  drew  ; 
A  chain  that  grac'd  his  arm  untied. 
And  thus  with  gay  expression  cried, — 
Here  is  a  trinket,  noble  maid. 
Of  which  fiiir  ladies  much  have  said  ; 
I  won  it,  once,  when  I  a  knight 
Encouuter'd  in  eventful  fight : 
Accept  the  boon  ;   I  it  award 
In  token  of  my  high  regard. 

With  homage  which  such  grace  became. 
The  maid  receiv'd  the  brilliant  gem  ; 
But  when  it  nearer  met  her  eyes, 
She  seem'd  transfix'd  with  wild  surprise. 
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'Twas  that  which  to  the  stranger  knight 

She  gave  at  Methven's  mimic  fight. 

And  now,  while  heav'd  her  throbbing  breast. 

With  faultering  voice  she  thus  the  king  address  d. 

The  king  has  said,  he,  in  a  fight 
Eventful,  won  this  well-known  chain  ; 

Alas !   I  trust  the  noble  knight. 
Who  wore  the  bracelet,  was  not  slain  ? 
Fair  lady,  he  was  wounded,  sure. 
Past  power  of  surgery  to  cure, 
Rephed  the  king.     When  sunk  the  maid 
Upon  her  sire,  and  weeping,  said,  — 
'Twas  he  who  fought  in  Methven  field. 
And  was  from  Angus'  rage  my  shield ! 
Alas!  Sir  Edric  of  the  Spur, 
My  brave  deliverer,  is  no  more ! 
Oh,  let  it  not  displease  my  sire 
That  I  to  breathe  my  griefs  retire  ; 
To  him  my  heart  by  vow  was  given  ! 
And  he  no  more, — it  is  transferr'd  to  Heaven ! 

But  in  this  sudden  burst  of  grief 
Scarce  Inva's  heart  had  sought  relief. 
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When  cried  the  king, —  How  !   nohli'  maid, 
'Tis  pity  thus  my  gift  has  sped  : 
A  pity  'tis  that  tears  or  sighs, 
On  day  of  joy  hl^e  this,  should  rise. 
'Mongst  Scotland's  youthful  noble  race 
Is  many  a  gallant  form  and  face  ; 
But  if  they  all  must  sigh  in  vain 
Against  a  hare-brain'd  Saxon  tliane, 
Let  sorrow's  heavy  thoughts  no  more 

Your  gentle  bosom  wring  : 
Behold  Sir  Edric  of  the  Spur 

In  Kenneth,  Scotland's  king! 
Which  saying,  off  his  helm  he  rais'd  ; 
And,  while  the  court  beheld,  amaz'd, 
His  splendid  cuirass  by  he  laid. 
And  stood  before  the  trembling  maid. 
As  he  in  Methven's  lonely  grove 
Submissively  had  sued  her  love. 

She  sunk  to  kneel.     Nay,  rise !  lie  cried. 
Our  future  queen  and  present  bride : 
It  has  been  our  caprice  to  prove 
If  we  had  gifts  might  win  your  love  ; 
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And  for  your  pain  in  the  essay. 

Our  future  kindness  shall  repay. 

Which  said,  with  tenderness  he  press'd 

The  trembUng  fair  one  to  his  breast ; 

And  led  her,  powerless  of  reply. 

From  wonder,  mix'd  with  love  and  joy, 

At  the  transitions  of  her  fate. 

And  plac'd  her  in  the  place  of  state. 

Then,  to  the  court :     And  ye  who  were 

At  Methven's  tilts,  and  saw  us  there 

After  long  absence,  first  demand 

Th'  observance  of  our  native  land  ; 

Know  that  our  purpose  was,  to  prove. 

How  for  us  stood  our  country's  love  ; 

To  search  the  crimes  which  Moray  stain'd. 

And  try  what  weight  we  in  the  state  retain'd. 

Th'  events  that  since  from  time  has  grown. 

To  all  of  us  alike  are  known  : 

And  let  us  not,  repining,  cast 

Invidious  memory  on  the  past ; 

But,  from  this  mighty  epoch,  move 

With  forward  course  our  worth  to  prove. 
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The  monarch  paus'd ;  and,  round  him,  joy 
And  concord  hghted  every  eye. 
Then  thus  resum'd  :    Now  let  the  feast 
Be  served,  our  seneschals,  with  haste  : 
^^'ide  let  the  palace  gates  be  laid  ; 
And  thence,  let  there  be  tables  spread 
Through  all  the  ways  with  bounteous  fare. 
That  all  who  list  may  freely  share. 

The  summons  straight  was  pass'd ;  and  wide 
The  banquet  rose  on  every  side. 
And  while  from  steaming  beeves  and  deer 
Was  ceaseless  serv'd  the  generous  cheer. 
Wine  flow'd  ;  and  wit,  and  playful  joke, 
Pass'd  round,  unvarnish'd  as  they  woke. 
Till  every  heart  and  sense  flow'd  high 
With  mirth,  festivity,  and  joy. 

Thus  gladness  sounded,  'mongst  the  crowd 
Without  the  palace,  long  and  loud  : 
But  in  the  royal  banquet  hall. 
The  king,  still  rul'd  bv  dutv's  call. 
And  ever  pondering  o'er  in  thought 
The  great  event  the  Hays  had  wrought  ; 


I 
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As  soon  as  had  the  feasting  ceas'd. 
Now,  thus  the  mighty  sire  addressed. 

Now,  Hay,  as  from  the  ruthless  foe 
Our  rescue  all  to  you  we  owe ; 
We  shall,  as  soon  as  forms  allow. 
Your  house  with  noble  rank  endow  : 
And  of  the  lands  which  east  from  high 
Kinnoul  in  verdant  prospect  lie. 
From  Angus  fallen,  you  shall  obtain 
And  ever  hold  your  free  domain. 
And  though  they  fertile  are,  and  fair. 
In  measurement  we  shall  not  spare  ; 
Nor  niggardly,  or  nicely,  search 
For  custom,  on  a  rood,  or  perch  ; 
But,  as  the  fight  you  for  us  won 
By  means  to  war  before  unknown. 
So  we  will  you  reward  by  rule 
That  shall  be  new  to  measure's  school. 
Know,  then,  we  leave  it  to  your  choice. 
And  give  us,  three  days  hence,  your  voice ; 
Whether  you'll  take  your  boundaries  on 

The  square  extent  shall  he 
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Within  the  space  a  hound  may  run. 

Or  a  train'd  falcon  fly. 
From  high  Kinnoul  the  start  shall  he ; 
Prepare  your  mind  !  your  choice  is  free  ! 

To  hear  the  king,  the  courtier  throng 
Burst  forth  in  laughter  loud  and  long : 
All  minds  were  instant  on  the  wing. 
To  share  the  sport  the  day  would  hring ; 
And  some  their  calculations  tried 
The  choice  of  noble  Hay  to  guide  ; 
He,  and  his  valiant  sons,  the  while 
All  listening,  too,  with  modest  smile. 
Till  thus  the  king :     And,  ladies  fair. 
And  chieftains,  let  it  be  your  care 
All  to  attend  us  to  the  field. 
And  share  the  mirth  the  feat  shall  yield. 
\>'hen  all,  assenting,  pleas'd,  and  gay 
With  wine  and  mirth,  took  each  their  several 
way. 

Now  morn  again  her  light  unfolds 
O'er  Bertha's  peaceful  towers  and  holds ; 
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And  came  the  royal  nuptials  on. 
But  great  Rodardus'  house  alone 
Attended  :  thus  the  king  thought  meet 
The  high  solemnity  to  greet. 
When  straight  to  royal  Scone  he  pass'd ; 
That  he  might,  in  retirement,  cast 
O'er  in  his  mind,  and  duly  weigh. 
The  projects  of  his  future  sway. 

At  length  arriv'd  the  promis'd  day 
To  grant  his  well-earn'd  lands  to  Hay. 
And  such  a  day,  and  such  a  scene. 
Old  Tay  before  had  never  seen. 
Fame  of  the  feats  the  Hays  had  done. 
Had  through  the  kingdom  widely  flown  : 
But  scarce  with  more  surprise  was  heard 
Than  was  the  mode  of  their  reward ; 
And  it  to  witness,  and  await 
Its  issue,  seem'd  all  Scotland  met. 

The  morning  rose  serene  and  clear. 
Throngs  under  high  Kinnoul  appear ; 
Horns  through  the  distance  shrilly  sound. 
With  yelps  and  neighs  the  hills  resound ; 
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The  hawks  are  pcrcli'd  in  leses  gay, 
The  leash  the  hounds  can  scarcely  stay ; 
And  many  a  dame  oi"  high  degree, 
And  lordly  thane,  and  hunter  free. 
All  glee,  had  at  the  dawn  been  there. 
Intent  the  rousing  sport  to  share. 
And  when  the  Hays  had  join'd  the  field. 
The  cheers  that,  to  salute  them,  peal'd 
Through  all  the  vast  and  mirthful  throng. 
Were  deaf'ning  loud,  and  lasted  long, 
For  all  degrees  scem'd  pleas'd  to  pay 
To  them  the  honours  of  the  day. 

At  length  towards  the  merry  scene 
Advanc'd,  in  state,  the  king  and  queen  ; 
And,  plaudits  loyally  preferr'd, 
When  they  had  in  abundance  shar'd ; 
And  Hay  was  to  the  presence  led. 
To  him  the  king  thus,  gaily,  said  : 
Now,  thane,  our  hounds  are  fleet  and  young, 
Our  falcons  are  of  pinions  strong ; 
On  which  do  you  election  place. 
The  boundaries  of  your  lands  to  trace  ? 
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When,  mildly,  Hay  :    My  sovereign  lord. 
In  that  a  choice  I  dare  not  word ; 
The  grace  with  thee  has,  solely,  birth  ; 
I  dare  not  set  its  measure  forth. 

Nay  !  cried  the  king,  it  cannot  be  ! 
Choice  you  must  make !  and  it  is  free. 
When  thus  the  queen,  with  look  benign  : 
My  lord,  let,  then,  the  choice  be  mine. 
Brave  thane,  here  is  a  noble  bird. 
She  knows  my  sign,  she  knows  my  word. 
If  her  you  choose,  I  dare  believe 
You  at  her  flight  will  nothing  grieve. 
It  shall  be  as  the  queen  has  said ; 
Quoth  Hay,  and,  reverend,  bow'd  his  head. 

Now,  smiling,  deign'd  the  queen  to  take 
The  bells  from  her  gyrfalcon's  neck  ; 
And  whilst  the  falconers  round  prepare 
Their  birds,  that  all  the  sport  may  share. 
Hers  to  her  neck  she  fondly  drew, 
And  said,  as  if  her  words  it  knew. 
Go,  noble  bird,  to  yonder  light. 
The  rising  sun,  direct  your  flight ; 
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Go,  bird,  and  all  your  mates  outfly  ; 
And  mind  the  lure,  and  mind  the  cry. 
When  from  her  hand  the  falcon  soar'd  ; 
And  east  the  thronging  sportsmen  j)our'd. 

The  falcons  round  successive  rise ; 
Wide  spread  the  mirth,  and  mixing  cries, 
Still  eastward  pour'd  the  sportive  crew. 
And  on  the  feather'd  coursers  drew ; 
But,  mounted  on  his  swiftest  steed, 
Gilwarden  kept  of  all  the  lead. 
And  by  his  practis'd  signs  and  cries. 
His  sister's  bird,  who  knew  his  voice, 

Still  eastward  lur'd  he  on  : 
Till,  far  the  sportive  train  outflown. 
And  winging  now  the  air  alone. 
Of  further  flight  reluctant  grown. 

It  sunk  on  Errol  stone  ;  * 
And  there,  when  drew  the  sportsmen  round, 
The  queen's  gyrhawk  was  perching  found. 

*  The  stone  on  which  the  falcon  is  said  to  have  alighted, 
is  (I  have  been  told)  yet  preserved  at  Errol,  and  still  bears 
the  name  of  The  Falcon's  Stone. 
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Straight  to  the  court,  who  now  came  on, 
The  falcon's  perching  was  made  known  ; 
And  when  the  king  the  bird  beheld. 
He  Hay  the  thane  of  Errol  hail'd, 
And  wish'd  him,  with  a  look  benign, 
A  long  and  an  illustrious  line. 

Thus,  on  that  proud  and  joyous  day, 
Was  granted  to  the  hero  Hay 
Full  ten  miles  square,  from  bound  to  bound. 
Of  Scotland's  fairest,  richest  ground. 
He  with  nobility  was  grac'd ; 
Arms  for  his  house  and  line  were  trac'd. 
On  which  three  shining  shields  were  grav'd, 
For  the  three  men  who  Scotland  sav'd. 
And  with  their  mighty  clubs  and  yoke. 
Their  deeds  to  future  ages  spoke. 
And  Loncarty's  immortal  day. 
And  that  which  gave  his  lands  to  Hay, 
Were,  ages  after,  held  as  high 
And  glorious  festivals  of  joy. 

END  OF  THE  BATTLE  OF  LONCARTY. 
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WITCH    OF    FORRES* 


The  hour  was  near  when  witchcraft  I'ell 
Performs  the  mystic  rite  of  liell, 

*  King  Duphus,  whose  tragic  fate  is  introduced  in  the 
second  canto  of  the  preceding  poem,  was,  it  would  seem,  not 
only  beset,  during  his  short  reign,  by  treason  and  rebellion,  in 
all  its  Gorgon  shapes,  but  also  by  witchcraft ;  and,  the  account 
of  it,  in  the  history,  having  so  much  in  it  of  the  same  business- 
like manner  of  practising  the  craft  of  witching  that  I,  when 
a  child,  heard  many  tales  about  from  "  the  spinsters  and 
knitters,"  not  "  in  the  sun,"  but  by  the  oil-lamp  in  the  dark 
winter  nights  at  home, —  I  was  tempted,  while  about  the  Poem, 
to  take  up  the  story  in  the  following  verses  :  and  the  lady  of 
Forres  being  all  but  a  fiend  in  character,  and  it  appearing  that 
ladies  of  those  days  did  not  always  disdain  trying  their  hands 
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Whose  force  unclasps  the  book  of  fate 
Lone  in  her  hall  the  lady  sat ; 
While  rapid  o'er  her  brooding  mind 
Roll'd  visions  dark  and  undefin'd. 


in  the  vulgar  craft  of  witching,  I  have  made  her  the  witch.  The 
story  in  the  history  runs  thus : 

"  Amidst  those  confusions,  the  king  was  seized  with  a  new 
and  unusual  disease ;  his  body  wasted  and  pined  away  by  con- 
tinual sweating,  and  his  physicians,  who  were  sent  for  far  and 
near,  knew  not  what  to  apply  for  his  relief.  *  *  *  At  length, 
something  being  blabbed  out  by  the  daughter  of  a  woman  who 
was  noted  for  a  witch,  the  whole  conspiracy  was  discovered. 
*  *  *  Search  being  made  by  a  party  of  soldiers,  this 
woman,  with  others,  were  found  roasting  the  king's  picture, 
made  of  wax,  by  a  soft  fire  ;  the  intent  being,  that  as  the  wax 
did  leisurely  melt,  so  the  king,  being  dissolved  into  a  sweat, 
should  pine  away  by  degrees,  and,  when  the  wax  was  quite 
consumed,  should  die.  And  so,  accordingly,  when  the  witches 
were  seized  and  punished  (in  what  manner  is  not  said)  and 
the  king's  image  of  wax  was  broken,  he  speedily  recovered 
from  his  disease." — Buchanan. 

N.B.  It  is  necessary  to  state,  that  the  historian  gives  this 
only  us  a  tradition. 
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She  wisird  the  wish  :   no  latcli,  or  bar, 
In  Forres'  towers  was  heard  to  jar ; 
In  court,  or  stair,  or  vauhed  liall, 
No  foot,  approaching,  heard  to  fall ; 
Yet,  wide  her  chamber  portal  flew. 
And  near  a  form  tcrriiic  drew. 
No  sex  distinct  the  shape  defin'd  ; 
Yet  most  it  seem'd  of  female  kind. 
But  far  surpassing  earthly  size  ; 
And,  save  its  brows  and  flaming  eyes, 
A  mantle,  black  as  funeral  pall. 
From  crown  to  heel  envelop'd  all. 

JNIute  stood  the  form  ;  the  lady  saw% 
And  felt,  a  moment,  mortal  awe  ; 
But,  rousing  straight,  with  threatful  lower 
She  round  her  drew  the  ring  of  powder. 
Said  backward,  thrice,  the  awful  word  ; 
And  thus  address'd  the  shape  abhorr'd. 

Mista !  Odin's  dreadful  maid  ! 
Who  tend'st  the  spirits  of  the  dead ; 
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Who  know'st,  with  future  piercing  ken, 
The  mortal  fates  of  living  men  ; 
I  summon  thee,  if  'tis  in  hell. 
Or  in  Valkala*  known,  to  tell 
What,  of  the  man  I  fear  and  hate. 
Is  the  reserv'd  decree  of  fate  ? 

Too  venturous  mortal !  in  thy  pride. 
With  hollow  voice  the  shape  replied. 
Why  did'st  thou  me  from  Odin's  hall 
On  trivial  earthly  purpose  call  ? 
Since  Jewry's  f  cross  in  Albion  rose 
The  rites  of  Odin  to  oppose. 


*  Valkala,  the  heaven  of  ancient  northern  theology. 

■f  I  have,  when  a  child,  heard  old  women,  who  seriously 
believed  in  the  power  of  witchcraft,  speaking  of  it  as  a  thing 
then  nearly  gone  by,  and  devoutly  thanking  Heaven  that  "  the 
light  of  the  Gospel"  was  now  fast  driving  all  these  machina- 
tions of  Satan  out  of  the  land.  And  there  is,  doubtless,  more 
philosophy  in  this  than  is  found  in  many  of  the  sayings  ascribed 
to  old  women. 
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The  Valkyriur*  this  upper  sphere 
Visit  with  grudt^e,  and  oft  with  fear. 
Thy  daring  iniglit  have  cost  thee  dear  — 
But,  it  is  done ;  and  thou  slialt  hear. 

Thrice  I  to  awful  Lok'sf  ahode 
Have  down  tlie  sunless  regions  rode ; 
And  deep  in  ninefold  night  obscure 
Where  fate  its  dark  decrees  immure, 
Have  ask'd  :  and  this  is  the  reply  : 
*'  The  hated  man  shall  timeless  die." 
But  whether  he  fiills  by  spell  or  steel, 
Not  yet  will  fate  to  flesh  reveal. 
But  haste  thee  hence  to  Hurtle  cave. 
The  sisters  there  your  presence  crave  ; 
There  they  lay  the  worsted  thread, 
And  smelt  the  wax  to  try  the  deed ; 
To-night  at  Lochindorb  he  lies ; 
And  if  he  lives  your  kinsman  dies  ! 

*  The    Valkyriur    were    female    divinities,    servants   of 
Odin. 

t  Lok  was  the  evil  spirit,  according  to  the  same  theolog-y. 
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Ha !  Locliindorb  to-night !  exclaim'd 
The  witch,  with  burning  hate  inflam'd  ; 
'Scap'd  yet  my  spell !  is  he  so  near  ? 
Say,  I  adjure  thee  !  comes  he  here  ? 
Comes  he  to  Forres'  towers  ?  she  ciied  — 
But  spent  her  voice  on  silent  void  : 
The  spirit  dark,  with  angry  glare, 
Chang'd,  as  she  spoke,  to  viewless  air ; 
While  thunder  o'er  the  castle  roll'd 
That  shook  it  to  its  inmost  hold  ; 
And,  on  the  ground  unconscious  cast. 
The  dame  a  moment,  swooning,  pass'd. 

But  straight  to  wonted  sense  restor'd. 
She  rose ;  when  on  her  memory  pour'd 
The  parting  hint  the  demon  gave. 
That,  by  her  crew  at  Hurtle  cave, 
Her  aid  that  night  was  in  request. 
And  thither  she  resolv'd  to  haste ; 
And  scarce  resolv'd,  when  with  the  blast 
The  castle  mounds  she  viewless  pass'd. 
For  long,  of  old,  as  legends  tell. 
Ere  yet,  to  drive  the  powers  of  hell 
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From  earth,  and  scatter  heatlieii  night, 
Had  fully  risen  the  Gospel  light, — 
V^'ho  knew  the  arts  which  Githa  knew, 
Could  nature  in  their  frames  suhdue ; 
Could  take  of  birds  or  beasts  of  prey 
The  forms  at  pleasure ;  could  betray 
The  human  eye,  and  flood,  or  hill 
Traverse  invisible  at  will. 

Now  o'er  the  heath  the  lightning  scour'd 
And  thunders  peal'd,  and  torrents  pour'd ; 
And  every  thing  of  earthly  form 
Had  shelter'd  from  the  midnight  storm ; 
But  Githa,  to  the  tempest  dread 
Impervious,  through  its  terrors  sped  ; 
And  to  the  cavern,  shunn'd  in  fear 
By  human  tread,  at  length  drew  near ; 
Yet,  smote  with  inward  fear  of  guile  — 
A  fear  which  ever  hamits  the  vile — 
She  paus'd,  as  she  approach'd  the  fell 
Retreat,  to  prove  that  all  was  well. 
But  learning,  from  the  steams  impure 
Thence  issuing,  that  all  was  sure ; 
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She  entered ;  and  her  wizard  crew. 
With  hideous  welcomes,  round  her  drew. 
But  mov'd  no  hp  ;  for  human  word 
Would  then  have  marr'd  the  spell  abhorr'd. 

Dark  Githa  round  the  cavern  glar'd ; 
The  fatal  fire  she  saw  prepared ; 
The  night-shade,  and  the  hemlock  dread. 
The  softened  wax,  and  worsted  thread ; 
And  round  her  fell  subservient  crew 
A  look  of  approbation  threw. 

Now,  clenching  wither'd  hand  in  hand. 
The  hags  of  malice  round  her  stand ; 
And  while  with  hate  her  bosom  blaz'd. 
She,  muttering  imprecations,  seiz'd 
The  passive  wax,  which  in  her  hold 
With  speed  assum'd  a  human  mould  : 
Still  o'er  the  shape  her  fingers  flew ; 
Still  more  to  manly  form  it  grew ; 
And,  all  the  shape  at  length  express'd. 
On  it  a  kingly  crown  she  plac'd  ; 


THE  WITCH  01'   rOllKES.  17  1 

And  oc'r  tlic  breast,  where  life  pervades 
The  hunuin  frame,  iiivolv'd  the  threads. 

Now  near  tlie  weirded  flame  she  drew. 
The  poisonous  herbage  on  it  threw. 
And  plac'd  the  form,  in  feigned  state 
Enthron'd,  before  the  fatal  heat. 
So  that  its  substance  thence  might  thaw 
And  waste  to  naught  by  progi'ess  slow. 
When  round  the  fire  the  trait'rous  throng, 
Slow  moving,  thus,  in  chorus,  sung : 

We,  whose  mystic  arts  can  tell, 

Or  urge  the  fates  of  men, 
Thus  before  the  mortal  heat 
Impregnated  with  bane. 
Place  in  eflEigy  to  pine 
The  foe  of  Lady  Githa's  line. 

As  thus  the  waxen  form  the  hearth 

\\'ith  gradual  drops  imbues. 
May  his  strength  to  parent  earth 

Descend  in  ceaseless  dews. 
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Till,  the  land  to  free  from  thrall. 
His  crown  and  sceptre  pile  his  pall. 

Ghostly  priests,  which  he  retains 

In  throngs,  to  our  dismay  ; 
Doctors  skill'd,  with  all  their  pains. 
Shall  not  his  end  delay. 

With  his  semblance,  in  our  power 
Is  now  his  speeding  final  hour. 

Serpents !  on  the  spell-fed  fire 
Your  hoarded  venom  throw ; 
Winds !  imbued  with  pestilence  dire, 
Upon  the  embers  blow. 

To  a  speedy  fate  consign 
The  foe  of  Lady  Githa's  line. 
Whoop  !  sisters,  whoop  !  effectual  work  the  spells ! 
The  worsted  draws !  the  mortal  charm  prevails. 

Thus  far  the  hags,  with  hate  imbued. 
Their  incantations  had  pursued ; 
When  Githa  scream'd, —  Betray'd  !  betray 'd  ! 
Our  spell 's  divulg'd !  and  while  she  said. 
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A  band  in  arms  amid  tlicm  flew, 

And  witli  their  spells,  the  i)al(^l'ul  crew 

Secur'd,  and  forth  to  justice  led  : 

And  in  that  hour  King  Duphus'  sickness  stay'd. 


END  OF  THE  WITCH    OI-    FORKES. 
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OF 


A    VERSIFICATION    OF    OSSIAN. 


FINGAL. 


BOOK  THE  FIRST. 


In  Tura's  woods,  now  rustling  in  the  leaf. 
Sat  great  Ciichullin,  Erin's  guardian  chief. 
His  ample  shield  lay  on  the  verdure  near ; 
And  lean'd  against  a  massy  rock  his  spear  : 
As  pass'd  before  his  mind,  in  awful  train, 
His  deeds  in  war,  and  mighty  Carbar  slain. 
When,  hark !  a  foot  is  heard,  and  now  appears 
The  scout  of  ocean,  Moran,  pale  with  fears. 
I  see  the  sliips  of  Swaran  !   loudly  cries 
Th'  approaching  herald, — rise,  Cuclnillin,  rise  ! 
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In  might  in  arms,  and  number,  not  to  be 
Computed,  are  the  heroes  of  the  sea. 

How !    Moran  !    cahn  the  blue-eyed  chief 
rephes. 
Thou  tremblest ;  in  thy  fears  their  number  hes. 
The  king  of  lonely  Morven  may  be  near ; 
He  comes  to  aid  us ;  Moran,  stay  thy  fear. 

Not  so  !   I  saw  their  chief,  the  herald  cries. 
Tall  in  his  armour,  as  a  rock  of  ice  ; 
That  blasted  pine  can  aptest  semblance  yield 
His  mighty  spear,  the  rising  moon  his  shield. 
He  sat  upon  a  rock  ;  their  monarch  round 
Roll'd  his  dark  host,  like  clouds  that  sweep  the 

ground. 
When,  on  the  duty  of  the  bard,  I  press'd 
Through  many  great,  and  thus  the   king 

address'd. 
Our  hands  in  war  are  many,  chief  of  men. 
The  forward  spear  on  Ullin's  shore  is  vain : 
The  mighty  man,  thy  fame  thee  rightly  calls. 
But  mighty  men  are  seen  from  Tura's  walls. 
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He  answer'd,  like  a  wave  upon  a  rock, 
When  ocean's  caverns  bellow  to  the  shock. 
In  Ullin,  who  shall  Swaran's  power  withstand  ? 
To  earth  the  mighty  sink  beneath  his  hand  : 
None  lives  who  with  the  king  of  ocean  fights. 
But  Fingal,  king  of  Morven's  stormy  heights. 
With  him  I  wrestled  once  on  Malmor  heath, 
Trembled  the  woods  around,  the  rocks  beneath, 
Streams  at  our  strife  their  wonted  courses  fled. 
And  at  a  distance  heroes  stood  in  dread. 
Three  days  we  strove  :  the  ani^ry  fourth  renew'd. 
He  says  that  Swaran  fell !     I  say,  I  stood  ! 
Let  dark  CuchuUin  yield  to  him  w^ho  forms. 
In  battle's  roar,  the  might  of  Malmor's  storms. 

No !  cried  the  chief,  defiance  on  his  head ! 
Let  dark  Cuchullin  be  renown'd  or  dead ! 
Strike,  bard,  the  shield  of  Cathbait  with  the  spear : 
Fierce  Swaran's  taunts  my  warriors  shall  hear. 

He  struck  the  shield  ;   the  deer  from  covert 
fly. 
Long  to  the  rocks  the  echoing  woods  re[)lv  ; 
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Leaps  Curach  from  the  sounding  rock ;  and  near 
Arises  Connal  of  the  bloody  spear. 
The  son  of  Favi  leaves  the  hunted  roe ; 
High  for  the  war  beats  Crugal's  breast  of  snow; 
Ronnar  to  Lugar  echoes  the  alarm ! 
Cry,  battle,  son  of  ocean  !  Calmar,  arm ! 
Lift  the  loud  steel  that  to  the  stroke  replies ! 
O  warriors  !  Puna !  dreadful  hero,  rise ! 
Cairbar !  arise  from  Cromla's  ruddy  tree ! 
O  Eth  !  from  Lena  bend  the  comely  knee. 
And  Ca-olt !  to  the  shout  of  war  beneath. 
Stretch  thy  long  side  on  Mora's  whisthng  heath ; 
Tliy  side  that  as  the  foaming  wave  is  white. 
When  toss'd  by  winds  on  Cuthon's  rocks  to  light. 

Now  the  'rapt  bard  the  warriors  can  behold. 
As  to  their  memories  rise  their  feats  of  old ; 
In  mind,  as  o'er  again  each  battle  bleeds. 
Whilst  flashes  on  their  souls  their  former  deeds ; 
For,  round  the  land  as  now  their  looks  inquire 
For  UlHn's  foe,  their  eyes  are  flames  of  fire  : 
Their  mighty  hands  rest  on  their  swords,  and  reel 
The  livid  lightnings  from  their  sides  of  steel. 
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As,  big  with  rain,  the  mountain  torrent  fills 
The  steep,  they  roaring  issue  from  tlieir  hills, 
Glittering  in  arms.     A  dark  and  gloomy  train 
Their  heroes  follow  ;  as  when  clouds  of  rain 
In  volumes  by  the  headlong  tempest  driven. 
Rush  after  the  red  meteors  of  heaven. 
The  gi'ay  dogs  howl  the  crash  of  arms  among  ! 
Wild  and  unequal  bursts  the  battle-song ! 
All  rocking  Cromla  sounds  !  the  pouring  band 
On  Lena's  dusky  heath  assembling  stand. 
Like  mists  which  on  the  hills  in  autumn  rise 
Curling  in  bushy  flakes  upon  the  sky. 
****** 
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Now  silence  reigns  in  Selma :  now  the  morn 
Hears  not  in  Morven  woods  the  hunter's  horn. 
At  noon  the  sun  in  silence  holds  the  plain ; 
Roars  on  the  rocks  alone  the  tumhling  main  ; 
When  to  the  heights  the  dames  of  Morven  go. 
In  beauty  various  as  the  watery  bow ; 
They  look  to  Ullin  for  the  king's  white  sails. 
The  north  wind  blows,  and  yet  his  promise  fails. 

Who  are  tliey  from  the  eastern  hills  amain 
That  pour,  like  streams  of  darkness,  on  tlie  plain  ? 
'Tis  Lathmon's  host ;  that  Fingal  hence  is  far 
He  knows,  and  brightens  at  th'  unequal  war. 
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Why  com'st  thou,  Lathmon,  witli  the  forward 

spear  ? 
Dark  Nuath's  son  !  the  mighty  are  not  here  ? 
Will  Lathmon  fight  ?    Shall  Morven's  daughters 

know 
To  poise  the  spear,  or  bend  the  battle-bow  ? 
Yet  in  its  course  the  mighty  torrent  fails  ; 
For  valiant  Lathmon  sees  not  yonder  sails ! 
Fly,  Lathmon  !  but,  like  mist  from  off  the  lake 
Could  Lathmon  fly,  the  storm  would  overtake. 

Now,  o'er  the  dark  blue  deep  to  landward  rose 
Our  ships,  when  Fingal  starts  from  his  repose. 
And  grasps  his  spear.     (Each  hero,  rising,  deems 
The  king  has  seen  his  father  in  his  dreams  ; 
For,  o'er  the  land  when  hung  the  threat'ning  foe. 
They  to  his  slumbers  oft  descended  so.) 
Wind  of  the  south  !  the  King  of  Morven  cried. 
Where  in  thy  chambers,  rustling,  dost  thou  hide  ? 
Where,  with  the  shower,  in  dalliance  plays  the 

breeze 
hi  other  lands,  to  shun  my  sails  and  seas  ? 
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Ann,  Morvcn's  heroes  !  every  niij^lity  baiKl 
Assume  tlie  spear ;  the  foe  is  in  tlie  hind  ! 
The  dastard  foe  the  lieiglits  of  Morven  gains, 
Lathmon,  that  fled  from  ns  on  I.ona's  jilains, 
Returns,  hke  a  collected  stream,  and  fills 
Our  lonely  vales ;  and  roars  between  our  hills. 


Thus  spoke  the  kini;. 


*         *         * 


*         ******* 


THE  END. 
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